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Introduction: 


For those of you who chanced upon this book blindly, and don’t know 
who the hell I am, I’m Ian Ironwood. I’m a happily married father 
of three, and I work in porn. Actually, I work for Big Porn, in an 
office reviewing porn, not in front of the camera. It’s an awesome job, 
because at heart I’m a big ol’ Sex Nerd. Indeed, I have a blog by that 
name. 


But that’s not the blog you're looking for... this is. This is a 
collection of some of my best “Alpha Moves” from my well-respected 
Manosphere blog The Red Pill Room. 


What is the Red Pill, you ask? It’s not a real pill, for one thing. 


If you don’t know already, the Red Pill is a fresh approach to the 
issues and problems of modern dating and relationships. It focuses on 
reality-based reproduction and mating strategies. It emphasizes an 
embrace of masculinity by men and femininity by women. It 
promotes equilibrium between the genders, not equality. It celebrates 
the (sometimes maddening) differences masculinity and femininity. 
And it respects the observable reality of how men and women actually 
act in the real world when it comes to such things as attraction, 
dating, sex and marriage, not gauzy ideals and hazy ideologies. 


(It also gets accused of misogyny by misandrists, but you know how 
they are.) 


At the core of the Red Pill, for married couples, is Married Game: a 
way for a heterosexual couple to keep their interest and attraction in 
each other over the long term. Pioneered by Athol Kay, in his Married 
Man Sex Life, and being informed by the disciplines of Evolutionary 
Biology and Evolutionary Psychology, Married Game is a way to 
sustain a good relationship over a long period of time. I cannot 
recommend Athol Kay’s books highly enough. Go buy some and read 
them. Right now. 


Are you back? Good. Then a lot of this is going to make more sense 
now. Everyone else, just muddle along - you'll get the idea. 


Implicit in Married Game is the simple idea that if a man acts manly, a 
woman will reward that with interest, attention, respect, and 


adoration. By “manly” I mean behaviors and displays often 
considered Alpha, in the loose sociological terminology of the 
Manosphere. In other words, the more Alpha a man acts, the more 
sexually attracted to him a given woman is. 


What is an “Alpha Move”, in regards to the Red Pill? Alpha, in this 
context, means any behavior that contributes toward eliciting a positive 
sexual response. 


Congratulations. You discovered a book about how to have more 
sex. 


When we - male and female - see Alpha Displays, 100,000 years of 
recent evolution and millions of years of hormonal evolutions makes 
some specific things happen. Despite recent suggestions to the 
contrary, masculine behavior and actions, particularly dominant 
behavior, increases the attractiveness to women of men. 


When women see men exhibiting dominant behavior, being good 
providers, taking risks and doing manual labor, a lovely cascade of 
neurochemicals gets triggered. If it happens often enough and hard 
enough, then the phenomenon known to the scientific community as 
“damp panties” results. Similarly, when a male is typically shown 
female Alpha behaviors, its Erection City, population ONE! 


The difference is in just how this works between male and female. 
Both genders enjoy sex, we just enjoy (and pursue) sex very 
differently. (See Athol Kay, and the Married Man Sex Life Primer for 
more details). But the short version is that men generally (about 
80%) get aroused for no particular reason (“spontaneous desire”) and 
women generally (about 80%) get aroused after they have been 
“inspired” by something (“reactive desire”). So if men want more sex, 
they should generally be more sexy, and vice versa. Alpha Moves. 


Alpha Moves are ways for men to be more sexy without recourse 
to crunches or hair styling products. They are examples of ways to 
dominate a situation in a way that inspires a positive attraction 
response in a woman - particularly your woman but, as we shall see, 
sometimes any woman will do. Most of us do Alpha moves by 
accident or instinct when we are in the attraction phase of mating, 
and then we fall into a relationship, get comfortable, and try to be the 
perfect boyfriend/husband. 


Meanwhile, the lady in your life is wondering just where the hell that 


cool, self-confident, undeniably ALPHA dude that she married went, 
and who the milquetoast spineless wonder who’s kissing her ass on a 
daily basis is. 


When attraction in a relationship falters, in many cases it can be 
traced in part to the lack of masculine Alpha displays on the part of 
the male. If he isn’t being manly, she has a hard time responding by 
being womanly. End result: no nookie, problems, fights, divorce 
lawyers, misery. All because the dude couldn’t keep his woman 
interested in and attracted to him, or vice versa. 


So if you want a good, healthy marriage brimming over with frequent, 
decent-quality sex, then you’ve got to bring some Alpha to the table. 
You have to dazzle her with a few Alpha moves. 


These are some that have worked for me over the years (and as a Sex 
Nerd, I’d say that counts for something) and that other folks have 
agreed work for them too. After 50 Shades of Grey made mommy 
porn acceptable, there is a fascinating renewed interest in male 
domination - the ladies clearly like a dominant dude - but there has 
been damned little to instruct the average man in a relationship how 
to be more dominant, more sexy, until Married Game came along. 


Part of it is understanding the intricacies of female sexual psychology, 
the role of her menstrual cycle, and the importance of contextual 
issues (more on this later) on female sexuality and dealing with it 
accordingly. Part of it is understanding your own role in relation to 
your wife/partner, and how she’s depending on you to run your 
sexlife whether you know it or not. And part of it is accepting your 
role as a man, and doing your damndest to live up to your potential in 
her eyes. 


It’s all very complicated, when you start to deconstruct it — but this is 
not the place to do that. This is the place where I teach you how to be 
sexier to your wife and/or girlfriend by how you act and how you 
look, but mostly by how you act. Just about any idiot can do just 
about any of the things I speak of (except maybe being President - big 
Alpha move, there) without too much investment in time and 
resources. It’s not rocket science - its biology. And psychology. And 
Pll walk you through it a little to help out. 


Because the fact is, if you’re a married dude and you’re reading this, 
you’re at least slightly dissatisfied with the state of your sex life, and 
realize that yeah, you could stand more nookie in your diet - why the 


hell not? 


Or you’re a married dude who is encountering problems, maybe 
structural or temporary, or maybe your wife is, but either way she’s 
just not that into you these days and you're a little worried. 


Or you’re a married dude who’s languishing in the technical definition 
of a “sexless marriage” (that is, sexual intercourse less than once a 
month) and living on “IV Sex” (just enough to keep the relationship 
alive) and want to shake things up. 


Regardless, know that I did everything on this list (except be the 
President — don’t want that job, thanks) and I’m not a billionaire. Ora 
millionaire. I’m just a writer who suckered you into buying this book 
. . . who gets crazy amounts of sex from my wife, now, and our 
relationship is stronger than ever. Oh, and I have kids. And a crazy 
schedule. And other writing gigs. 


So don’t even try to make the excuse that you’re “too busy” to invest 
in your relationship. If I can do it, you can. Besides, how many truly 
crappy “relationship and marriage” books have you read in the 
course of your life? How many Cosmo quizzes? How many inane 
feminine contrivances you only endured under the mistaken 
impression it was foreplay? 


Yeah, thought so. 


Unlike all of those crappy relationship books, I’m here, first and 
foremost, to help get you laid. It’s kind of like my mission as a Sex 
Nerd. So I’m not as concerned with how you’re communicating or 
whether or not you’re bonding at an emotional level and ensuring an 
equally respected growth potential, or some bullshit like that, ’m here 
to get your penis entertained in the nicest way possible. 


And if even one of my suggestions works just once . . . Pd like to 
think you got fair value for your money. I mean, you got laid and it 
cost you less than five bucks. A pack of smokes costs more. How cool 
is that? 


Most of this book, to be honest, was culled from my blog. But there 
are plenty of new tidbits, and you probably didn’t catch all of my old 
ones so they’ll be new to you. Pll try to give you your money’s worth, 
regardless. 


But if this is your first experience with the mysterious Red Pill, hang 
on. You’re in for an enlightening experience. 


For everyone else who already knows me, thank you for supporting 
me by buying this book. If you see me, mention it to me and I'll buy 
you a drink next time we’re at the bar, so you’ll come out ahead... 
eventually. 


Besides, if you already weren’t feeling enriched by my wisdom and 
knowledge, would you have shelled out the lousy few dollars you just 
contributed to my family? Ithought not. 


Besides, you probably forgot half this stuff after you read it the first 
time. Pay attention this time. You know how you get. 


Ian Ironwood 


January, 2013 


An Important Message 


If You Got This Book As A Gift 


Dude... Got a minute? 
Dude. 


Can I call you dude? Do we have a 'dude relationship’? You know, 
that kind of dude-at-the-next-urinal relationship where I can tell you 
something, one dude to another, without the bullshit? Will you trust 
me -- just for the next couple of paragraphs -- to give you the straight 
shit? I don't know you, you don't know me, we're just a couple of 
dudes, both doing our thing, and I have no vested interest in your 
relationship. 


I'm just a dude. Like you. So, if you have a few minutes, let me lay 
some cosmic wisdom on you. 


If you are reading this, it is because your wife, girlfriend, best friend, 
brother-in-law, sister, or someone else close to you, who both cares for 
you and who has a good working knowledge of your relationship (and 
who may have used a dummy e-mail address), thinks that it would 
benefit you to read this particular book on this particular subject. 


Why? It could be any number of reasons, but let's assume that a good 
friend who doesn't want to be gauche enough to say it to your face 
thinks you and your relationship would benefit from the 
following piece of advice: 


You're doing it wrong. 


That is, the relationship/marriage you are in, which at casual 
inspection seems "perfectly fine", is suffering, and someone you know 
can see that. That may come as a shock to you, or it may not. Why is 
it suffering? More than likely, the root of the problem is the fact that 
you aren't being All That You Can Be in the whole manhood 
department. 


Whoa! Don't freak out -- this is (probably) not a prelude to divorce or 
a relationship ultimatum. This is a gentle reminder, a casual hint, a 
wink-wink-nudge-nudge dude, you need to pay attention to this! sort of 
thing. 


The relationship that you think is so stable and mutually 


beneficial and strong? Someone thinks that it could be better. 
Someone thinks that you would benefit from learning something 
important about your relationship that, perhaps, you just weren't 
aware of. 


You're doing it wrong -- but it's really not your fault. I mean, how 
could it be? People have been telling you how you're supposed to be 
doing it for years -- but they were wrong, and so now you're doing it 
wrong. 


You see, when you got into your relationship with your current 
woman, she was HOT for you. I mean, when she thought about you, 
her stomach flip-flopped, her eyes got all dreamy, her ladyparts got all 
dewy, and there was nothing - nothing - that she thought about more 
than you. 


But... well, it's been awhile, and while you're still a perfectly good 
dude - don't get me wrong, in places you probably border on 
greatness - there's this one area where you're just not quite getting the 
job done. 


It's actually not one certain thing -- it's a bunch of related things. But 
they all come down to you needing to step-up, "man up", grow a pair, 
and quit acting like such a pussy when it comes to your woman. 


Seriously - it pains me to say it, but that's the fact, Jack. You 
wouldn't be reading this otherwise. 


When your woman does something, wants something, says something . 
. . you fold like a cheap card table and do your damnedest to make it 
happen, no matter how difficult or unreasonable. You're whipped. 
Maybe not even in an obvious way, but its there. Everyone knows 
who's in charge of your household, your relationship. Even your 
woman -- and it's killing her. 


No, really. Every time she gives you an unreasonable ultimatum 
and you don't call her on it, her love for you dies a little. Every 
time you kiss her ass so that she'll like you, despite what she says, the 
opposite is true. Believe it or not, she likes it when you show some 
backbone. 


In fact, that probably makes her panties wet -- and when was THAT 
ever a bad thing? 


The truth is, YOU used to make her panties wet, just by being you. 
And that was great - really. The infatuation, the courtship, the 
maelstrom of feelings that compelled you to go after this particular 
girl, she felt it too. It wasn't fake. It wasn't your imagination. You 
had a real connection, some chemistry. You were a manly man, and 
she found great value in that. 


Only now... not so much. 


Oh, sure, she still likes you. She even loves you. But is she 
breathlessly checking her phone every five minutes to see if you've 
texted? Is she still making mistakes at work because she's thinking 
about you? Of course not. You're past that point now, aren't you? 
You're in the comfortable part of the relationship, when you can both 
just "be", without pretense or illusion or obfuscation. She can "get to 
know the real you" and appreciate and love you just for being you. 
And she is. Only... 


... well, you know that infatuation stage? It's amazing, isn't it? 
You've probably been coasting along on the strength of that for years 
-- if you're married, certainly since your wedding day, haven't you? 
And that's cool -- you aren't a kid anymore. 


But now you have to keep in mind that the woman who made you 
giddy with desire the moment someone mentioned her name is 
also remembering those times fondly, and she's wondering where 
the fuck they went? 


I mean, things have been fine, sure . . . but things have been "fine". 
Maybe even a little friction, a fight, a "discussion", something . . . but 
the fact is, "fine" isn't what she signed up for. She signed up for 
"amazing", and she's dealing with "fine", but the first time she see's 
"amazing", you have to wonder . . . is she going to be happy enough 
with "fine" to not even consider pursuing "amazing"? How about the 
second time? The third? 


Dude, not trying to scare you here, just trying to give you a clue. 
Your woman, whether she knows it or not, whether she's the one who 
sent you here or not, your woman wants you to step up and take 
charge. She wants you to lead her. She wants to be in awe of your 
masculinity. She wants to gush to her girlfriends — not about the 
manly way you take out the trash or pick up her dry-cleaning, but 
how you dazzle her on a daily basis with your wit and charm. 


She wants to feel the chemistry that attracted her to you in the first 
place. But she can't say that. It sucks, but the fact is, if she has to 
ask you to take charge, then you aren't really "taking charge". 


She can't give you permission to take the lead. You have to just 
take it, on your own initiative, or it doesn't count. 


Forget for a moment whether or not she's going to get pissed off, 
because if you do it right, she just might be a little pissed off at first — 
and that's not a bad thing. You have to understand that, that's 
essential: you may have to piss her off a little to keep her engaged in 
the relationship. Why? Because, to paraphrase Ferris Bueller, "you 
just can't respect a man who kisses your ass all the time". 


And you're getting dangerously close, Dude, or you wouldn't be reading 
this. 


It's not a lost cause - there's still some time to turn things around 
before someone does or says something stupid and things get fucked 
up. Nobody wants that. All you need it step up your game a bit, take 
command, and start remembering who the fuck you were before you 
started being blinded by her puss— ah, her femininity. 


That's key: finding the masculine Dude in your soul. The Dude who once 
looked across the room, sized her up, and said, "yeah, that's worth 
hitting", and you went for it. That's the dude she wants to see. The 
dude who struts, who thinks he's hot shit. The dude you were 
before you met her. 


So show a little backbone in the future. If you aren't having sex with 
her at least once every five days or so (that's six times a month, for you 
liberal arts majors) then she's probably not really intrigued with you 
the way that's ideal. 


If you aren't kissing her at least once or twice a day - not a bullshit 
peck on the cheek, but a sudden, come-from-behind, press her against 
the wall, and plant a good ten-second smooch with tongue and dry 
humping and hard nipples, then you're doing it wrong. If you aren't 
the dude all of her girlfriends want to sleep with in a moment of 
drunken weakness, then you're doing it wrong. If you walk across 
the room naked, fresh from the shower and Mr. Happy bouncing 
around in front of her and she doesn't at least look up and bite her lip .. . 
you're doing it wrong. 


Look, I know it's not all you. You got complacent, she got complacent. 
You both relaxed into a mutual comfort zone while you enjoyed the 
emerging fruits of your relationship, and... . stuff just sort of slipped 
away. 


On your side, you probably aren't getting laid as much as you like, and 
when you do get laid it's nothing to blog anonymously about. Hell, 
you might be whacking off more now than when you met her. She's 
just not responding to you the way she used to, but you've just... 
accepted that. 


And that sucks. Because both of you want essentially the same thing, 
you just don't know how to go about it. You've been told for your 
entire life about how you need to respect women, listen to women, 
treat women as equals. And that's great, as far as it goes, but when it 
comes to your relationship, believe it or not, your woman doesn't 
want you to treat her as an equal when it comes to certain 
aspects of your relationship. She wants you to be strong, firm, and 
decisive. She wants you to know what you want, and go after it -- even 
if she doesn't approve. She wants you to be the dude every chick in the 
room wants to bang, but the one she's lucky enough to be going home 
with. 


That's a tall order, I know. I mean, how do you go from "I respect you 
too much to do that" to "Hell, yeah, I want a blowjob baby!" without 
sounding like a complete idiot? The fact is, it isn't easy - at first. But 
either is realizing that your woman's panties don't get wet because of 
your decent job and neatly-trimmed yard, your willingness to watch 
chick flicks or buy tampons for her. 


All the things you've been doing for her so she'll like you enough to 
fuck you, those are BETA skills, and while they're important for a long 
term relationship . . . well, Betas don't get much play. Nice guys 
don't get wildly fucked by passionate women. 


Consider: your grandfather likely had an entirely different take on 
how to manage his relationship than you do - and while the rules 
of the game have changed dramatically since then, the players - men 
and women - still desire the same basic things. Your grandad knew 
how to handle himself around women back then, and it wasn't by 
kissing their asses. You don't have to completely dick out -- don't get 
me wrong. But here are a few things that your granddad probably 
would tell you that you need to change, and right now: 


Don't apologize unless you are genuinely at fault, or there is a 
dead animal involved. Seriously, if she has a bad day at work, don't 
say "I'm sorry you had a bad day". Say "that really sucks, baby. Why 
don't you tell me the high points, and then we can take steps to help you 
forget about it?" 


When she makes an inherently unreasonable request -- say, calling 
you from across the house to hand her a pair of scissors that's less than 
four feet away -- then refuse to do it on general principal. I mean, 
if you don't value your time enough to get upset when she pulls some 
unreasonably flaky shit like that, then what's stopping her from doing 
that all the time. . . and loving you a little less for how willing you are 
to kiss her ass? You have to respect yourself before she can respect 
you, and if you're kissing her ass all the time in the remote hope for 
pussy, then that demonstrates a lack of self-respect. 


Sure, every woman wants a devoted man in her life, but they don't 
want to be in a relationship with a pussy. Being devoted means 
that you bring her flowers unexpectedly, you check her oil without 
being asked, and you'd rather take her out on Saturday night than any 
other girl in town . . . not that you wait on her hand-and-foot and 
make her every desire manifest. 


Seriously, Dude, even if you've invested heavily in the "equality" 
meme, then recognize that you two can't even be equals if you're 
deferring to her constantly. Tell her NO when she makes an 
unreasonable suggestion. No elaboration, no "I'm sorry, Honey, but... 
. ", just tell her "no, that doesn't work for me." Put yourself back into 
the equation of your own relationship. She's not going to give you 
permission to disagree with her -- that defeats the purpose. 


Here's something you need to try out: be decisive. You know what 
kills your chances of nookie probably more than anything else? 


The words, "I don't know, Honey, whatever you want to do is fine." 
That's it. 


Sure, you're trying to be deferent and considerate, putting her needs, 
wants and desires before yours, out of your deep and abiding respect 
for the dignity of her womanhood blah, blah, blah, but the simple fact 
of the matter is that she wants you to take a fucking stand and tell 
her where you want to go - no equivocation, no second-guessing, 
no picking what you think she wants. Just. Pick. A. Fucking. 
Restaurant. Seriously. 


And don't just hesitantly pick it -- when she asks you "so where do you 
want to eat tonight?" you tell her "I want Golden Corral tonight. I'll 
meet you there at 7:30. Order me a Coke if you get there first." Done 
and done. 


Don't worry about picking the "wrong" choice -- be a man and take the 
risk. In fact, when it comes to your relationship it's far, far more 
important to be certain than it is to be right. Really. Trust me on 
this. Take a stand and stick by it. 


What if she doesn't like it? Tell her, "well, can you make a compelling 
argument for that decision?" and then shut up and let her talk. Give 
her an opportunity to persuade you, instead of direct you. Put the 
issue in doubt, and if she feels strongly enough about it, she'll speak 
up. She's not your mother, and she hates feeling like your mother. 


She really wants you to be the Man, in that rugged, traditional, rugged 
and determined sort of way, despite what you may have heard her say 
to the contrary. She wants you to be a Rock-Solid Authority -- but 
open to her suggestions. Hell, if you really do have no opinion on the 
matter, pick something at random and defend it dickishly until she 
does persuade you. Make her work for it a little. Don't over-do it, but 
nothing says "dry panties" like "I dunno, whatever you want is fine, I 


guess." 


And that brings us to the subject of the sex . . . yes, you like that part! 
I bet that got your attention! Sex was like, one of the best things 
about your woman, back when you met her, remember? You LOVED 
the sex. So does she, at least theoretically. But can you honestly say 
that your sex life now is as hot as it was when you first met? 


I mean, just between us dudes . . . when was the last time you really 
rang her bell? Is there a certain complacency, a certain habitual 
nature of how you two knock boots? Ten minutes of foreplay, three 
positions, twelve and a half minutes, she cums twice, you do your 
thing, God that was great, snore... 


Sound familiar? Sound depressing? 
Or does it actually sound a lot better than things actually are? 


Let me tell you about something my father told me about: the Penny 
Jar. 


When a young man marries a woman, for the first year of their 
marriage he should quietly put a penny in a jar on his dresser for 
every time he and his new bride make love. Then, after their first 
anniversary, he should start taking a penny out of the jar every time 
they have sex. 


If you have a typical Blue Pill marriage . . . the jar never gets emptied. 


("Blue Pill"? That's a Manosphere expression that means "the 
idealistic and mistaken way you think things work; illusion", like 
in the Matrix (the good one). "Red Pill" means "the pragmatic way 
things actually work." We use this term usually in connection 
with relationships and over-all male-female gender relations. 
And if someone sent you a link to this blog post, then someone 
thinks you have a typical Blue Pill marriage. 


Your Penny Jar, in other words, will never get emptied.) 


Why? It's pretty simple, actually -- all that bold shit you did to attract 
your woman and persuade her to get humpity with her in the first 
place? That went away once you and she started being "serious". 


It's not entirely her fault -- the fact is, you wanted to "make her happy" 
and so you started doing whatever you thought she wanted you do so 
she would still hump you silly. Only... well, all that nice stuff you 
did to make her feel comfortable and happy also made her . . . well, 
kinda bored. 


God, she'd never say anything — maybe send her dude a link via 
anonymous email account, at the most — but she'd never want to hurt 
his feelings by telling him that he's not, y'know, the Man. That would 
be awful -- even she knows that! And maybe she's dropped a few 
hints you haven't picked up on, but the end result is the same... 
Dude, you really need to step it up. 


And that goes for the bedroom, too. Quit being so... gentle. I mean, 
she's already decided to screw you - you don't have to worry about her 
scampering off (unless you try to surprise her with something ... 
y'know, too kinky without prior notice). 


So if she's there, she's ready, and she's naked, as soon as you think it's 
right you get on top of her and you go CONAN on her ass. Do her 
like it's the night before your four-year prison sentence begins. Do her 


like they're revoking your cock for thirty days. Do her like you 
fucking mean it . . . because if you don't, then she thinks you don't. 
And that's never a good thing. 


I’m sure that doesn’t sound very "respectful". But then, the idea that 
women value respect over admiration and desire is a relatively 
new phenomenon, and despite some claims to the contrary, there are 
plenty of women who want less respect and more passionate desire in 
their lives. Even if that means accepting the fact that you are the 
Man, and forgetting all about equality for a while. 


Consider, Dude: what's the most popular book on Amazon.com? It's not 
"How to gently make love to your lady wife", it's 50 Shades of Grey -- 
and if you haven't been paying attention, this little trilogy of mommy 
porn books isn't filled with tender moments and hand-holding . . . it's 
filled with raw, poorly-written, highly unlikely emotionally charged 
Bondage & Discipline and Sado-masochistic sex between a dark and 
handsome billionaire (of course) and his sweetly submissive -- I mean, 
pathologically submissive -- beautiful college student chew toy. 


The "tender moments" usually involve neckties and spanking. There is 
a lot of really raunchy, poorly-written sex. Believe me, I write erotica, 
and the sales of this book are not based on its literary merit. 


But this thing is selling like batteries at a convent - so the idea that 
your woman wants gentle, mutually-pleasurable, overly- 
consensual sex all the time is crap. If current marketing trends are 
any indication (and when are they not?) then there is a deep, often- 
hidden vein of submission within the soul of the American woman 
that is screaming to get out. 


There is a part of her that wants to feel owned, possessed, commanded -- 
and if you aren't the commander, someone else eventually will be. 

Pay attention to what she does, not what she says, and you'll start 
tuning into just how much she wants you to -- occasionally - just 
throw her on the bed and rip her clothes off. 


Heck, get some neckties from Goodwill and go all-out. I don’t judge. 


The point is, she's fucking bored with the way you're doing it, and if she 
doesn't get interested soon, there's no telling what might happen. 


Of course there's a lot more to it than that. If light bondage and a few 
extra grunts were enough to fix the problem, then it would be easy. 


But it's not. 


What you need to do is TAKE CONTROL of your life, and your 
relationship, before you find it out of control. You can't do that with a 
few casual tricks. It takes dedication, willpower, courage and 
devotion to the idea that you - yes, you, Dude! - are a masculine 
prize worthy of contention, a champion striding the earth, the 
Captain of your own destiny . . . and she is with you because of 
that, not because of how sharp the lawn looks this week. 


So wake up, Dude. Someone is trying to tell you something. You're 
doing it wrong, and now is the time to correct your course, before you 
steer into the iceberg. 


You need to seriously look at your relationship and decide whether or 
not you are an "equal partner" in all things, or if you are the Man who 
takes charge, gets things done, and appeals to his woman on the basis 
of his masculinity, not his income potential. 


Don't be the dude who finds himself listening to his wife tell him "You 
know, this just isn't working out. I'm just not happy" a few years down 
the road. 


Oh, sure, that would never happen to you and your devoted woman . . 
. but I could list a hundred guys off the top of my head who 
thought the same thing, and ended up single because of it. 


There are resources out there to help you -- a collection of blogs and 
discussion groups known as the Manosphere, filled with your fellow 
dudes trying to work this shit out just like you are. There are tons of 
places where you can learn how to manage your woman and your 
relationship in a way that will benefit you both in the long run. You 
can learn how to handle her emotional outbursts, interpret what she's 
saying, and learn how to appeal to her sexually without resorting to 
expensive gifts or whining. 


You should, of course, take much of what you find in the Manosphere 
with a grain of salt, because all of these dudes have slightly different 
issues than you do, so their solutions might work for them but not for 
you. But on the other hand, there are lots of dudes who have tons of 
insight on how the female mind works. Really works, that is, not how 
they want us to think it works. That's one of the points of the 
Manosphere, to help you learn how to deal with the woman in 
your life without considering the benefits of the monastic life. 


We're here to help. 


But even if you don't want to jump into the deep end of the 
Manosphere yet, you need to realize that someone thought you 
were doing it wrong, and needed a "word to the wise". So 
consider it given. You might not get another. 


Believe it or not, this isn't a slam -- there are plenty of dudes in your 
boat. And there's still hope, and room to fix it. Just don't ignore it. 


I'm glad we could have this little talk, Dude. I hope you took it how it 
was intended. We need to watch each other's backs, after all... 
because it's not like our women will do that for us. So enjoy the book. 
And don't forget to flush. She hates that. 


Ian Ironwood, 


A FELLOW DUDE 


Prologue 


Your Alpha Presentation: 
It’s About Sex... And That’s Okay! 


Iwrote this book from blog posts all focused on the idea of a man 
injecting more Alpha into his life. And when you're done reading it, 
you might think 


"Hey, Ian! All these Alpha Moves are great, but what if you 
aren't a 'true' Alpha? Isn't this just wasting time pretending to 
be what your not? I thought that's what Game was trying to 
get away from?" 


The truth is, Game is not about becoming an Alpha, or at least not a 
Bull Alpha, with a harem and spinning plates and that other family in 
Reno. Alphas are complicated, driven, often dysfunctional individuals 
who, while successfully playing out their mating strategies, are often 
destined to a long, lonely life in the wreckage of their own poor 
decisions. 


Why would you want to be an Alpha? For the poon, right? I mean, 
you're reading this because you wanna get laid (bless your heart!), 
right? And Alphas get laid. Therefore we should all be Alphas, 
right? 


Not right. 
A common criticism of Game (both Single and Married varieties) is 


that a man who is "forced" to alter himself in order to attract a mate is 
somehow "degrading" himself by not presenting "the real me" for 


women to see ... and reject. Because that's what happens, the heart 
of the Feminist Beta Fallacy: "Women Like A Nice Guy, So Being A Nice 
Guy Will Get You Laid!" 


In truth, being a Nice Guy doesn't get you laid, at least not 
consistently. Not even with your own wife. Not if she's a normal 
woman. 


But that doesn't mean you have to transform yourself into a Primal 
Alpha, living on whiskey and raw squirrel meat while you track down 
terrorists in Afghanistan and screwing six girls a week when you're on 
leave. You don't have to be a corporate CEO or internet billionaire or 
sports star or celebrity dickhead. 


The world can't exist on Alphas alone. They make great leaders, great 
organizers, great guys to have around in a crisis because their high 
stature often means that they are expendable for the good of the 
group. The male lion defends the pride against danger while the 
lionesses escape with the cubs . . . but if he gets taken out, there will 
be another Alpha Cat along any time. 


The world can't exists on just Betas, either, or Gammas, Deltas, or any 
of the other Greek letters. The goal of Game is NOT to turn yourself 
into a Bull Alpha - it's just one of the possible outcomes, for some 
latent Alphas who just need a nudge. 


For most of the rest, it's where we turn when the best efforts of our 
"real selves" keep swinging and missing every time we're at bat. Game 
is the secret we've been missing, the magic we were never taught in 
our youth for fear of offending the Matriarchy: 


The goal of Game is to affect an Alpha presentation in order to 
elicit the powerful sexual response in women that Alpha's enjoy, 
and take advantage of it. 


"Affect an Alpha presentation" means, yes, not being the poor dumb 
schlub that you want women to love you for. 


It means making yourself into the kind of men that women naturally 
love -- you're still you, just a "you" who knows the nuts and bolts of 
getting laid and staying laid. 


It's like learning a martial art. Knowing Kung Fu doesn't make you a 
Kung Fu master, it makes you a dude who knows Kung Fu. It doesn't 


mean giving up your identity, it means taking responsibility for your 
identity and taking steps to improve areas in which you are 
inadequate or in need of development. 


And for most guys (and this might come as a surprise to some of you 
ladies) the metric they use to determine whether or not they are in 
need of personal improvement is how much pussy they're getting. Or not 
getting. 


That's why Game is not a betrayal of your inner self. Learning Game 
doesn't mean you're abandoning the noble ideals and dreams and 
essential sense of self you've had all of your life. It does not mean 
ditching your own moral code because you want to (gasp!) have a lot 
of sex. It doesn't mean that you have to ignore your passion for ice 
dancing or your commitment to finding the perfect cup of coffee or 
the fact you cry at romantic comedies when no one else is around or 
any other legitimate emotional expression. 


Learning Game simply means being able to use the tools and 
techniques that Alphas and the various Game gurus have 
perfected to pursue your own interests. 


And we're not the ones who started this "affecting a presentation" 
bullshit, either. Women did. Learning Game is no more a betrayal of 
your inner self than wearing makeup and high-heels is a betrayal of a 
woman's inner self -- she's just improving her presentation. 


The Hamster runs double-time when you challenge a woman on her 
cosmetics, hair, and wardrobe. Her rationalizations for why she goes 
through all of that trouble are complicated and obscure, but only the 
most sex-avoidant woman with no concern for her social placement 
would dare eschew basic make-up and wardrobe. 

Whether it's because they "want to look attractive", "want to look 
cute", whether their "bowing to cultural expectations" or "I don't want 
to get shit from my girlfriends", whatever lame excuse they want to 
offer, women enhance their appearance -- essentially affecting a 
presentation -- every time they reach for the base. 


Does a woman therefore "betray" her inner self? Or is she simply 
taking advantage of a cultural idiosyncrasy to improve how much 
influence she has in her profession? 


Properly understood and practiced, Game is like the masculine 


equivalent of a push-up bra, high-heels, and Spanx. It's how we can 
best manage our own assets to affect as attractive and commanding a 
presentation as we are able to. For some it's the most superficial of 
changes. It doesn't mean changing who you are, after all, just how 
you do things and how you say things. Would you consider yourself 
"unacceptably changed" by taking a Public Speaking course, like 
Toastmasters? Would you feel demeaned by investigating and 
investing in a new wardrobe for a new job? Would you feel that your 
very core of identity was challenged by knowing how to Win Friends 
And Influence People? Of course not. 


Still not convinced? 


Remember your first job out of school? You went in with a lot of 
misconceptions about employment in general and the crappy entry- 
level job you had in particular, and for the first few weeks your dumb- 
ass naiveté quickly soured into the proper jaded outlook on life. In 
other words, you learned the basic work-related culture and the 
proper cultural response. It's the same with any new institution. They 
all have their own internal rules, and until you learn them you're a 
fish out of water, awkward and fumbling. 


Game is like that. You need to learn and understand how the rules 
work, and once you do you won't be instantly transformed into a 
testosterone-poisoned Bull Alpha. But you will understand how the 
Bull Alpha uses his natural Game to remove panties, and you will be 
able to use those same techniques yourself -- without that extra family 
in Reno or a six-figure income. Because it's not yourself that you're 
changing, it's your presentation. 


When you went to work that first time and wore that god-awful tie 
you got for graduation, you felt like a sham, didn't you? A boy 
pretending to be a grown-up, or you worried that you were becoming 
your father, or you hated the thought of being a corporate drone, etc. 
etc. the point is you wore the shirt and tie and showed up and no one 
said shit to you about it because that is what is expected of you in 
your new context. You merely learned a new presentation, you didn't 
revamp your soul. You were the same dude... you were just a dude 
that wore a tie five days a week and got a paycheck for your trouble. 
All thanks to your effective presentation. 


Some dudes new to the Red Pill worry that they're learning all this 
"manipulative psychological crap" to trick women into sleeping with 
them, and that makes them feel bad and deceitful. They've been on 


the Blue Pill for so long, they have been told by women that they 
want you to "just be yourself" for so long that it has kept them second- 
guessing just who that was. 


They were made to feel guilty about their sexual desires and how they 
might be wrongly interpreted that they naturally rationalize any 
proactive attempt at getting laid as "base" or "disrespectful to women", 
not to mention a betrayal of "the real you". But "the real you" is up to 
you, not anyone else, and who sees "the real you" and when is also up 
to you. 


Your identity is just who you are at this particular moment in time. 
You’re not the same person you were ten years ago, and you won’t be 
the same person ten years from now. You won’t even be the same 
person six months from now. Oh sure, you may have the same name 
and see the world through the same set of eyes, but events in and out 
of your control permanently and slowly change you. 


Getting married and having children, losing your job, moving abroad, 
graduating from college, the death of your parents — all these and 
other events leave lasting marks on your soul. Game, along with self- 
improvement methods like the Paleo diet, are nothing more than ways 
of guiding your intellectual development in productive directions, 
taking charge of your life instead of just letting things happen to you. 


Once you take control and responsibility over "the real you" and you 
recognize Game is a tool, not a betrayal, you can start to relax into the 
idea that it's perfectly okay for an adult male to seduce an adult 
female and not necessarily imply that he wants to spend the rest of 
eternity with her. Or even call her the next day. And that's perfectly 
in-line with the common masculine pursuit of sex in general and sex 
with multiple women in particular. 


That same pursuit that feminism has repeatedly attacked and 
demonized, while it has also fully taken advantage of it in the trenches 
to facilitate hypergamy, is the one you are validating with Game. 
Dudes want to get laid. A lot. It's one of our prime motivating 
functions, and in aggregate it seems far, FAR more important to dudes 
than it is with women. 


Learning Game means accepting that without shame or fear. And then 
pursuing it without regret or guilt. Because it's still YOUR dick on the 
line, not anyone else's, and at the end of a long life you can imagine 

which provides more solace, the knowledge that you remained pure to 


your lofty ideals or the knowledge that you had just a ridiculous 
amount of sex. Whichever one appeals to you most, go for it. But it 
doesn't mean you're a bad person for wanting it and going after it. 
Only the feminists and the archaic moralists think that. 


Nor is discovering Married Game somehow a betrayal of the man your 
wife married. In truth, you're already no longer the man she married 
-- you've both grown and matured over the years. Affecting an Alpha 
presentation (backed with a comfortable layer of Beta skills) isn't you 
suddenly "changing"; it's you taking a different approach to an 
issue that was not responding to earlier efforts. 


Some women are going to be hard-pressed to accept that -- once you 
stop being automatically deferent to them and start standing up to 
their shit-tests, resistance is natural and expected. Accusations of 
"You've changed!" and horrified looks like you're a pod person who 
secretly replaced her pet Beta, just when she got him trained up right, 
are common. Indeed, for many marriages such a period of confusion 
and instability over your new presentation is quite necessary before 
you begin truly feeling the effects of the Red Pill. 


Once you understand that affecting a different presentation is 
something that you've done again and again over the course of your 
life, and that Game is just one more, albeit powerful, presentation in 
your toolkit, you can relax into the fact that telling your wife you 
want to bend her over and take her to pound town isn't 
disrespecting her in the slightest -- it's exciting her. You didn't 
become an asshole to get sex, you affected a bolder presentation 
in order to entice her into it -- and if you do it right, she'll be eager, 
as well. 


If she doesn't respond well, then you adjust your Game until she does, 
and if she resists ALL attempts at enticing her with Game, then you 
may have picked the wrong wife and might need to start over. Which 
Game is great for. 


Justifying your unwillingness to improve your life by claiming to be 
“authentic” or “being yourself” is just a lie you tell yourself to protect 
your ego. 

In other words, arguing for your limitations is the surest way to keep 
them. 


An essential element of the Red Pill upon which all forms of Game are 
predicated is the idea of seeing things as they are, not as how we wish 


them to be. "To be, rather than to seem", esse quam videri. 


You can't learn Game and still see all creatures with vaginas as 
inherently Good and all creatures with penises as inherently Evil. You 
must accept that yes, women can be heinous as hell when it comes to 
the hearts of men, and that assuming they are acting in good faith is 
the surest way to profound disappointment. 


Telling yourself that your crappy presentation and poor social skills 
are just you being "authentic" is an argument in favor of your own 
ignorance and sloth. Which in turn increases the Blue Pill fallacy that 
all women are special little snowflakes and that you are inherently Not 
Worthy of her vagina. It's a self-fulfilling prophecy of loserdom that 
gives men reasons to hate other men. And that's just... unmanly. 


So don't see Game as "trickery" or lessons in how to fake your way into 
a girl's bed. You aren't tricking her. In fact, a core principal of Game 
is to say as little as possible, and keep your answers vague. You are 
merely using her own sexuality against her, the same way a big pair of 
juggs can be used against you as a woman presses for advantage. 


You're still a Nice Guy . . . you're just a Nice Guy who's determined to 
get laid, because getting laid is important to all guys, nice and 
otherwise. You might not be a natural Alpha, but I wasn't a natural 
tennis player either -- I had to take lessons. Now I'm a mediocre 
tennis player, but I haven't betrayed my "inner tennis player" or felt 
degraded because I wasn't naturally talented at tennis. 


And that's the whole point: it's just a skill, just a tool, just a social 
technology used to secure something important to your well-being. 
There's no shame in that, and there shouldn't be. 


Chapter One: 


Alpha Move: First, Buy A Black Fedora 


"If someone is looking to apply Game to his life, what would you identify as 
the most important change/action to take to get started?" 


There were a lot of great Manosphere responses, mostly reiterating the 
absolute importance of fitness. I'm not going to contradict that, as 
there is too much truth to it, but starting to increase your Alpha with 
a thousand crunches is a little daunting. 


There are a lot of Betas out there, hovering on the edge of the 
Manosphere, eager to take their first step into a bigger, more 
challenging and more masculine world. But they don't know how to 
commit to it meaningfully -- not to their wives, but to themselves. It's 
all too easy to give up, whack off, and play WoW for the rest of the 
night. Let's face it: personal transformation is hard. 


But there are ways to assist it along. One dramatic and often under- 
utilized way is by altering your visual appearance appreciably. If you're 
truly committed to the Red Pill path, and you're trying to activate a 
visual component, then the next best thing to growing/shaving a 
beard for a dude is this: 


Buy a hat. 


Not just any hat. Buy a black fedora, in your size, as good as you can 
afford. 


Why, you ask? 
I'm so glad you asked. 


When it comes to Game, merely working out and learning the 
intricacies of feminine psychology isn't enough. To truly master 
Game, you have to come to terms with your own masculinity in a 
culture that has, for two generations, punished everything about 
masculinity. Nine times out of ten a dude who's investigating the Red 
Pill Road for the first time has been so battered and bruised by this 
environment that even working out and learning when his woman 
menstruates isn't enough to do the trick. 


When it comes to personal transformation sometimes an exterior 
symbol can be extremely potent in the process. Women understand 
this implicitly, and can successfully use the acquisition of a pair of 
shoes as a game-changer in their psychologies. The same holds true 
for men, but we rarely remember it. Consider a military or sports 
uniform, and how it transforms the behavior and psychology of those 
who wear it. 


Same principal with a black fedora. First of all, they look good on 
anyone: it's a classic look from one of the last historical periods where 
unbridled masculinity wasn't merely tolerated, it was admired. Bogey 
wore a fedora. Indy wore a fedora. Until Kennedy took the Oath of 
Office bareheaded, it was considered a masculine tradition to wear a 
hat outdoors, and in its day there was nothing more macho than a 
fedora. 


A fedora makes you look taller, and makes your shoulders look wider. 
It can hide your expression in a difficult situation. It makes you seem 
automatically more dangerous and threatening which will affect how 
others react to you when you wear it. A fedora can be worn in almost 
any formal occasion and most business occasions. The well-made 
straw model can be worn in summer or in warmer climes without 
cooking your head. 


But most importantly, a fedora gives you a tangible symbol of your 
journey you can literally put on and take off. When you're wearing 
the hat you are reminding yourself that you took the Red Pill, and any 
special treatment to women in your life is due entirely to either filial 
duty or your personal grace, not blanket obligation to their gender. It 
reminds you that you are descended from a hundred generations of 


Bad Asses, and have the potential to be a Bad Ass, and to others you 
might actually seem frightening. 


But most importantly it's a radical departure from the norm, and that's 
the kind of thing you can use to hang your metaphorical Red Pill hat 
on. A symbol you can wear that reminds you of your own personal 
aspirations is a magical helmet of macho. It's helpful in peacocking, if 
you're on the prowl, and it keeps the rain and the sun off you. 


Black is a masculine power color, one that people notice and stay 
aware of. A fedora evokes a specific era and manner of behavior, the 
1920s-1950s era, wherein men were made of iron and had guts of 
steel, whether they were facing G-Men, Gangsters, Nazis, or dockside 
thugs trying to take over the union. It was the non-military headgear 
of choice until Sean Connery made the dorky-looking Hornburg 
popular in Dr. No. But consider buying a black fedora, because it 
makes you more imposing and more noticeable in a crowd. 


If you're in a relationship or marriage already and you're trying to 
have an affect on your wife or LT girlfriend, suddenly starting to wear 
a hat -- especially a powerful classic like a black fedora -- is bound to 
evoke some interest. It will at least attract some notice, it will 
certainly cause a comment, and it might even provoke a fight. 


She might say she doesn't like hats. That she doesn't like you in a hat. 
That you look stupid or silly in the hat. She'll use it nine different 
ways to try to shame you or shit-test you into submission. 


But don't relent. Wear your damn hat. Because you're a man, you're 
dangerous, and everyone respects a man in a fedora, even if they 
giggle at first. Yes, you will feel uncomfortable and out-of-place... 
that’s by design. A Beta response to an uncomfortable situation is 
conformity. An Alpha response is to double-down. Don’t take the hat 
off (unless socially appropriate), wear the hat. 


If your wife doesn't right away . . . I guarantee it will attract the 
attention of other women. Likewise men will treat you differently, too. 
Sure, she doesn't like it -- but it's not her damn head, it's yours. You 
don't tell HER what to wear, do you? 


Wear the damn hat. Even in your darkest hour, you have that symbol 
of masculine power to cling to. And if things get too rough, you can 
always take it off. It will still be there when you're ready for it again. 


Chapter Two: 


Alpha Move: The Working 50(0). 
It’s Not Always About How Much Money You Have... 


... Sometimes it’s how you spend it. Like on emergency chocolate. 


It’s well-understood that a significant portion of a man’s Sex Rank 
depends on his perceived ability as a provider. Since we can’t all be 
CEOs, or otherwise thunder our way to riches on the backs of our 
talents and drive, how much we can actually improve our Sex Rank 
with increasing our income is limited. Let’s face it: for most of us, if 
we could make more money at our jobs, we would. 


But a middle-class income doesn’t have to keep you from using money 
to improve your Sex Rank to your wife or girlfriend. Sometimes it’s 
the display of your ability that counts for more. Sure, a $100,000 
sports car is going to impress her . . . for about five seconds, until she 
starts asking questions about the house payment money. But whipping 
out your credit card for a surprise trip to the lingerie store, for 
instance, can be a DHV (“Display of High Value”) to your wife no 
matter what your income level. Likewise springing for a surprise run 
to the sushi bar, concert tickets, etc. 


You see, it’s not just about how much you can provide - that’s a strong 
Alpha bonus, sure. But if you can’t afford diamonds and emeralds (and 
let’s face it, who wants to?) then providing small luxuries or 
securing an extra hundred bucks for an unnecessary luxury at a 
strategic time can seem like jewelry to your wife. 


The secret is the “surprise”. Any old happily married dude will tell 


you that you need a pile of money your wife/girlfriend doesn’t 
know about. No matter how forthright you are about your mutual 
household finances, and how tight your budget is, in order to be 
perceived as a generous (!), gracious (!!) and thoughtful (!!!) 
provider you need access to monies your wife/girlfriend can’t 
spend before you do. 


This is liable to cause some resentment, of course, once it becomes 
known that you have a separate checking account, or a secret cigar 
box full of twenties she doesn’t have access to. Let it. In the long run, 
it’s more important for you to attract her than it is for her to control 
you — you'll at least have more sex that way. So stand your ground if 
you get busted. The ability to suddenly manifest something 
necessary or desired at an opportune moment increases your 
perceived Alpha in her eyes, and it grants you a feeling of 
satisfaction that you can easily build on. 


Ah, you ask, but how do I get this mysterious pile of money? 
Especially when I’m considering selling my kid’s kidneys to make the 
mortgage? 


First, don’t go into debt for it. Debt sucks. Avoid unnecessary debt 
like the plague - it’s the responsible thing to do. In fact, secretly 
paying down your debt is a huge bonus to your Alpha provider 
stat, once it becomes known. 


The secret is what the Good Ol’ Boys in my neck of the woods call the 
“Working $50” or the “Working $500”, depending upon how 
ambitious you are. That’s the amount of money that lore says should 
“always be working for you.” 


Remember that there’s more than one way to make money. Working 
for it is the usual way, of course, but it’s always better when your 
money works for you, not the other way around. Your Working 50 is 
the $50 (or $500, depending on your capabilities and your ambitions) 
that you have out there making you more money. You do that by 
buying and selling stuff. It takes five minutes to set up Ebay, UPS and 
Paypal accounts, and once you do have those, the rest is easy. 


Look around your house for crap you don’t want, won’t use, and 
would probably donate before you’d go to all of the time and effort to 
put together a yard sale. Take a couple of pictures of the ones you 
think are most valuable. If it doesn’t look valuable by itself, group it 
together in one lot. Then post it on ebay. Crawl through your attic, 


your garage, that box of crap your ex-girlfriend left at your house, the 
shed, you name it. Miscellaneous items of dubious value are 
everywhere. All you need to do is find out who wants them, how 
much they’re willing to pay, and then complete the transaction. 


Got a junk car in the backyard (in the South, it’s traditional for Agro- 
Americans to display their wealth thus)? It’s probably worth a fair 
amount just in scrap. If you have the inclination to strip it and sell off 
the parts first, even a crappy old heap can be worth a couple of 
hundred dollars. 


Ever stop into a thrift shop or yard sale and seen a bargain? Buy it. 
Sell it. Make a profit. Do you have old books laying around that you 
will never, ever read again? Amazon. Have an interest in, say, 
millitaria, collectibles, or comic books? There are booming on-line 
marketplaces for just those sorts of things. No telling what your old 
toys are worth. Have a bunch of antiques that you inherited but are 
just not your style? Liquidate them. Know how to fix lawnmowers and 
chainsaws? Do that in your spare time. Know far, far too much about 
sports memorabilia? Weed out your coveted collection and take the 
cash. 


There are websites where they give away stuff - valuable stuff - for 
free. Freecycle, for instance. And Craig’slist has tons of stuff “Free To 
A Good Home - You Pick Up”. Yard sales, thrift stores, bankruptcy 
auctions, surplus auctions and self-storage auctions are all great places 
to find odd and valuable crap that other people are willing to pay 
money for. The key is knowing the value of something, and that might 
take a little homework. 


It might seem like a lot of work, but once you get the system down, 
and start understanding how to do it, the returns can be high and it 
can be fun, too. 


For example, at a trip to Virginia Beach a couple of years ago, we 
were digging around in the sand and came across an old WWII era 
bayonet that someone had thoughtlessly left in the sand (nearly 
impaling my 5-year-old - not happy about that). Instead of chucking it 
into my toolbox or throwing it out (like my wife wanted) I sold it on 
Ebay for $120, because of the year and model. 


Of course not ever transaction is going to yield that kind of result, but 
if you work on the part-time-entrepreneur thing consistently and 
evenly the law of averages says you’ll make a profit unless you’re a 


complete idiot. 


Tthe key is to have this Working $50(0) out there in the background, 
off the books, out of her reach, and under your control. If you have a 
crafty hobby like woodwork, consider trying to sell a few pieces on 
the down-low. Or art. Most of us have some sort of talent that (with a 
little development) can be turned into a money-making avocation. 


It’s undeniable that some dudes just have a natural knack for trading 
and dealing; it’s possible that your talent has just not had the right 
opportunity to flourish, or that you haven’t found the right financial 
hobby yet. Other dudes can’t get their heads away from the idea that 
the only way to make money is to work for someone and have them 
give it to you. But the fact is that incredibly stupid people make their 
entire livings off of Ebay... . so if you're smart enough to take the Red 
Pill, you’re smart enough to figure out “Buy Low, Sell High”. 


It’s equally important to keep your efforts concealed from her. If you 
spend all of your time talking about all the money you’re going to 
make in order to get premature credit for your ability to provide, then 
you look like a wuss when you can’t produce, for whatever reason. 
Your failures count against you doubly that way. 


But a secret success that yields a profit that you can turn around and, 
say, spend on your wife’s birthday or on a hotel sex weekend or to get 
the power turned back on in an emergency, those things shower you 
with glory and Alpha goodness - as well as aiding your Beta ability to 
provide comfort as well as resources for your mate. It displays your 
Grace and Generosity, two qualities many women find instantly 
appealing. And the unknown origin of the sudden generosity lends an 
air of mystery and excitement to your relationship. 


It's also important that you reserve this fund mostly for expenditures 
that will add to the comfort and prosperity of your household, not, 
say, just on electronic gadgets that will make you happy while she sits 
around in K-Mart underwear wondering what happened to the best 
years of her life. 


Some women can fixate on the smallest things as a tangible sign of 
success. Sometimes if you can discover and hit that note, you give 
yourself a DHV (Display of high Value in Game terms) far in excess of 
the intrinsic value of the expenditure. Knowing your wife/girlfriend's 
tastes and perspectives can add a lot to this. 


Yes, she’s going to be resentful that you were “holding out” on her. 
She’ll also be secretly pleased with your foresight and mystery. Claim 
it as your husbandly male prerogative and jealously guard it. This is 
the Nookie Jar fund, damn it—it’s there to get you laid. 


Yes, she’s going to want access and control over it. Don’t let her touch 
it, or know how big your Nookie Fund is. Yes, she’s going to be pissed 
that you resist her womanly attempts to control you - and it - when 
you're supposed to be in an equitable relationship. Let her. Your 
steadfast resistance is actually going to be a long-term gain for you, as 
she understands that you have some modicum of control and 
willingness to say “no” to unreasonable demands. 


The Working 50 has been the safehaven for menfolk for decades, but 
too many young men and new husbands don’t understand it. Just 
remember, after you start making a little extra money, that you should 
always keep $50 (or $500) on hand as seed for your next 
microinvestment. 


Chapter Three: 


Alpha Move: Stand Up Straight 


A lot of guys in the first few days of taking the Red Pill are at a loss 
about how to begin. They’re still coming out of the Blue Pill stupor, 
and the task in front of them seems daunting. Some are so 
intimidated by it that they abandon it altogether. Sure, they can work 
out, but that takes weeks to have any significant visible effect, so they 
feel trapped. They want to see some instant results. 


What the novice Red Pill man needs to remember is that the goal of 
Game, Married or Single flavors, is not necessarily to become an Alpha 
male (most of us are simply not equipped to handle full Alpha - and 
the drawbacks are almost as severe as the advantages), it’s to 

present as an Alpha. Big difference. 


Even if you aren’t chiseled out of granite and endowed with a big, 
bulging trust fund, you can still use the subtextual cues of 
dominance associated with Alpha to improve your 
presentation. One of the most subtle yet dramatic ways you can do 
this is through the simple expedient of standing up perfectly 
straight. 


The customs associated with military life — our attempt to 
institutionalize the aggressive masculine Alpha - include standing at 
attention. Why? Because standing perfectly straight, balanced on 
both feet, makes you taller and more intimidating automatically. 
Slouching is for Betas, Sigmas and Omegas. Alphas have good 
posture. 


Don’t underestimate the effect of this cue. If you wish, try an 
experiment. If you are learning Single Game ala Roissy and Roosh V, 
then try an approach with your shoulders slumped and with you 
leaning casually. Then try another approach standing perfectly 
straight, shoulders back, head fixed firmly on one spot, with few if any 
extraneous movements. I think you'll find that there is a definite 
difference in result. 


If you are learning Married Game, then make a slightly annoying, 
slightly unreasonable request of your wife or girlfriend slouched over, 
casual style. Then wait an hour and try a different annoying, slightly 
unreasonable request standing straight up, balanced equally on both 
feet, shoulders squared and facing her directly. Note the difference in 
reaction, if not result. 


The secret to maintaining good posture is known to ballerinas and 
models the world over: you simply imagine a string pulling you 
skyward from the top of your head. It requires a little effort at first to 
maintain that posture, but with time and practice it becomes 
automatic. And you will notice a subtle but decided shift in how 
people treat you from this very simple change to your presentation. 


Standing up straight makes you taller (DHV), take up more space, and 
it makes people literally look up to you (well, shorter people). 

More, your willful attention to your own presentation will 
increase both your confidence and your focus - both of which are 
essential to Game, and hallmarks of a mature masculinity. 


So stand up straight. Smile confidently and have good posture. No 
one else might be watching, but you always are — and if you can 
impress yourself, you’ll impress the ladies. Besides, it don't cost 
nothin’. 


Chapter Four: 


Alpha Move: Be the President 


There's been intriguing discussion across the Manosphere concerning 
whether or not President Obama is Alpha or Beta. Since the 
Manosphere is awash in right-leaning folk, naturally the consensus of 
opinion was that he's Beta, or some derivation thereof. 


I respectfully disagree. 


I can see the influence of politics on this discussion is going to skew 
any serious consideration of President Obama's Alpha-hood. But I've 
studied the man as he's made his rise, and -- politics aside -- he's an 
incredibly savvy Wolf Alpha, who uses the common perception of him 
as Beta to his great advantage. 


Remember that his public and private lives are very much different. 
His public appearances are well-crafted and thought out to appeal to 
various demographics. A potent one is women voters, who supported 
Obama in droves in both elections. Consider that in almost all of the 
presidential elections the candidate with the higher Sex Rank 
won out. So he has subtly crafted a public persona that will appeal to 
several different layers at once. 


He's an ostensibly happily married family man. After the sex scandals 
of the last two decades, his utter lack of scandal or appearance of 
infidelity gives him sterling appeal in the minds of mainstream 
American women, who fear a Clinton-esque drama that reflects their 
own poor choices more than cellulose. 


Michelle is a strong Alpha woman who has a commanding presence in 
any venue. That appeals to the single career women who elevate her 
social rank when she's shown such deference by Oprah and other 
popular and powerful women. Her faithful support of her husband 
provides him with a powerful Preselection buff, which raises his Sex 
Rank further in the eyes of American women. 


Add to that the bonuses he gets for his profession and education, his 
election victories, (let's face it) his race, and the innate power that 
comes from being POTUS, and he's got the entire XX chromosome 
community creaming their jeans. Even the hard core GOP women are 
secretly fantasizing about him and would never admit it. 


(Want proof? Every porn parody featuring an Obama look-alike 
has done well. Without telling tales out of school, let's just say that 
they sold really, really well in the Red States. 'Nuff said.) 


And that's just women, who are a slim majority of the electorate and 
therefore invaluable. For men, he provides a balance of Alpha-Beta 
presentations, always tinting his rhetoric with skillful use of language 
that balances nuances of tone with semantic content to devastating 
effect. 


The male perception of him as father figure is powerful, even if you 
disagree with his politics. Detractors have to resort to racist or 
fascist/communist stereotypes because he’s just not as lampoonable 
as, say, Bill or W. 


His very public fathering of his daughters sends a potent message of 
"Handling His Business" to men who crave examples of good fathering 
without emasculation. His daughters reflect well on him. Compared 
to the antics of the Bush girls, the Obama girls' respectable behavior 
and sincere respect for their father lends incredible subtextual power 
to his perception among men. 


You may see his verbal banter as Beta, but then you're missing the 
point. By not publicly airing his marital grievances with his wife, he 
sends the message that he is a gentleman in his personal affairs, and 
that adds points to both genders' perceptions. The very clear body 
language that they display around each other may be coached, but it 
is effective. There have been very few occasions in which they 
appeared in public where there was any subtextual sign of tension 
between them. She has an open and sincere affection and admiration 
for him, which translates to even further esteem amongst men. The 


way he dresses (also carefully scripted) sends a confident, casual vibe 
regardless of the situation. The man looks good in well-made clothes, 
and he uses this to his benefit. 


And he watches his negatives, too, just like any good Alpha. He's 
careful about who he pisses off, and more importantly he's careful 
about how he pisses them off. Even the vitriol can be traced to 
specific memes floated around the right wing blogosphere that his 
people have coaxed and nurtured through sockpuppets. 


Since you are judged as much by your enemies as your friends, Obama 
has taken care to use his very vocal foes as a successful foil for policy 
initiatives. While the Right sees the Tea Party as righteous fury from 
the public directed towards an unpopular president, the rest of the 
country views their increasingly wild and silly reactions to policy and 
rhetoric as petty and extreme. Obama has used that fact effectively. 


This is a skillful Alpha move on two levels, because a) extreme 
minorities don't win popular elections without stealing them and b) 
the GOP primary model gives these extremists a larger-than- 
proportional influence over the final selection of the Republican 
candidate. When you can help pick the man you're going to run 
against, you've got half the election in the bag. That's an Alpha move. 


And if you've got a higher perceived Sex Rank than most of the GOP 
field combined, you've got most of the rest of it. Based on Sex Rank 
alone, the only two candidates who have a prayer against Obama are 
Rick Perry and Jon Huntsman, and neither one of them are doing well 
enough amongst their own people to take the nomination. 


Romney is pretty, but reminds women of their pompous ex-husbands 
-- he comes off as a tool, demographically. Gingrich? Old, unfaithful, 
old, wrinkled and old. He appeals to the WWII generation that's 
nearly died off at this point, and a few Gen Xers who remember the 
Contract With America as a key moment in their political lives. But 
his Sex Rank is low, low, low. he even alienates his allies. By 
contrast, Obama took on his biggest in-house opponent and got her to 
work for him -- Alpha move. 


Bachman? She's "office hot", but she doesn't hold a candle to Palin's 
sex appeal, and when she opens her mouth she sounds like your 
batshit crazy sister-in-law. Ron Paul could actually give Obama a 
challenge, leveraging his grandfatherly, folksy image to improve his 
Sex Rank with the Silverback buff, but in the general election his 


extreme policies and the lackluster support of his party would torpedo 
him in the general election. 


Just consider the anger you can feel in some of the comments. Feel it. 
Some people hate Obama with a burning passion. But you don't waste 
that kind of energy on an ineffectual Beta. Anyone who can arouse 
that level of emotion is Alpha, pure and simple. If you're seeing more 
Beta, or any other states, then that's because the POTUS wants you to 
see it. And he is fooling you by effectively manipulating your 
perceptions. You might hate him, but you're giving him attention, and 
that gives him a bonus to his Sex Rank whether you like him or not. 


My call in the general election? Obama over the unnamed GOP 
candidate (probably Gingrich or Romney) by at least 6 points. [EDIT: 
Okay, I would have lost on the points, but I stand by my 
prediction] And that's just looking at adjusted Sex Rank. You throw 
in the big campaign warchest and intact election machine left over 
from the last election, and Obama 2.0 is going to mangle whoever 
runs against him. Just sayin’. 


Chapter Five: 


Alpha Move: Make the Bed 


No, really. 


Mrs. Ironwood, in spite of many other wonderful virtues, tends to be a 
slob. She's not disgusting or anything, but she's firmly in the "why 
make a bed if you're just going to un-make it later, anyway?" school of 
thought. For years I didn't mind too much -- I'm a slob myself, and 
I've never been particularly fastidious. 


But then it occurred to me that I was disrespecting my own art. The 
bedroom, for any married couple, is a place of special magic and 
reverence. That's where we spend our most intimate times. When I 
started on this journey, one of the first things I did was start making 
the bed. 


Mrs. Ironwood didn't realize I was manning-up, specifically, at the 
time. She just noticed that when she got out of bed in the morning it 
was made up by the time she got back, prohibiting her from sliding 
back in, going back to sleep, making herself late and inconveniencing 
me in the process. The first time it happened she thought it was nice. 
The second time, she didn't comment. The third time she complained 
that she wasn't done with it yet. 


"It's after seven," I replied. "Adults are up and getting ready for work 
now." She got up. 


By the fifth or sixth time I did it, it was really starting to bug her. 


What was bugging her more was that I wasn't explaining why I was 
doing it, or pointing it out so I could claim credit in typical Nice Guy 
fashion. I just did it. Every day. And that bugged her. 


Finally, after about a week, she broke. 
"How come you're making the bed all the time, now?" 


I spoke with quiet confidence. "Because it's where I sleep, and it's 
where I screw. When you walk by this bed, when you see this bed, 
you're going to see that it's made up, and you're going to know that I 
made it, and you're going to remember that this is where we sleep and 
where we screw, and that it is prepared and ready-to-go for that 
purpose. It is not a desk, it is not a dinner table, it is a bed, and we're 
going to treat it properly." 


She didn't say anything to that, which was telling. When a woman 
doesn’t have a prepared verbal response at hand, you’ve made her 
think. 


She watched me make it a few more days, always first thing in the 
morning, always right after she woke up. She even commented on 
how virile I looked shaking the sheets and comforter out (hey, it's not 
wrestling a sabertoothed tiger, but you do what you can). More 
importantly, I looked confidant. I was making my bed. In preparation 
for sex. And she knew it. 


There's an art to turning a fundamentally Beta activity (making the 
bed) into an Alpha move (preparing the arena for combat). And as 

the debate grows about whether or not you should inform your wife of 
your developing game, and how much, I tend to fall on the side of 
obfuscation for greatest effectiveness. 


But there's something to laying it out there for her: your expectations, 
your desires, your commitment to seeing them through, and her 
inclusion in the process, that builds a confidence that's pure Alpha. 
Youre stating your intentions on no uncertain terms. You're 
claiming your territory, defining your domain, preparing for action . 
. and she knows it. Calling it to her attention means that every time 
she sees the made bed, she has a good shot at the tingle, and that's 
never a bad thing. 


Oh, two weeks after I started? I came out of the bedroom and found 
she'd made the bed, for the first time in years. While ostensibly it was 


the exact same action, from her in this context it was a submissive 
move in response to my dominance. Subtle, but unmistakable. An 
appeal to her sense of femininity and her desire for order, and a 
fulfillment of her desire to be led within the scope of the relationship. 


And if nothing else, I got her to make the damn bed. Priceless. 


Chapter Six 


Alpha Move: Initiate Sex. A Lot. 
Just how often should a dude initiate sex in his marriage/relationship? 


Actually, it's pretty fundamental to Married Game. Perhaps one of the 
most important aspects. But let's start with the initial question of 
whether or not you should initiate or wait for her to initiate. 


It's interesting, once you get the Red Pill down, just who is "initiating" 
becomes cloudy. And eventually unimportant. But back to the 
beginning. 


Athol's point about female sexuality being responsive to male 
sexuality is dead on, and that's a basic foundation of Game Theory. 
Especially within a marriage or LTR, once you understand this point 
instinctively you become far more aware of the subtleties leading up 
to actual initiation. 


Once you do understand it, and your wife begins sexually reacting to 
you more regularly, then patterns evolve in which SHE will let you 
know that she's interested in you initiating sex through some small 
symbolic gesture, phrase or mannerism. It might be as mild as a 
playful dig or discussing someone at work's sex life, but if you 
carefully observe her behavior then you'll start to pick up on 
these cues. 


That's one thing that the feminist revolution really messed up. In 
promoting the idea that women could initiate a sexual 
relationship and have sex without it having been initiated by 
men, it spread the erroneous idea to men at the time that since 


these fully-empowered, sexually-active women could initiate sex 
without being condemned for it, that they would naturally start 
initiating sex roughly half the time. 


That took a lot of pressure off of dudes, because the less they initiate, 
the less they get rejected. Only it didn’t work out that way. 


After the novelty of early sexual exploration wore off and young 
couples had to face the intricacies of a day-to-day sex life in a long- 
term relationship, men continued to expect the more aggressive 
sexuality of their woman's single years, (i.e. she initiates sex 
about half of the time) whereas their women usually lapsed back 
into the monogamous pattern of waiting for their men to initiate, 
as Nature programmed in us. And when the menfolk just didn't 
initiate as often, because they took the feminists at face value and 
backed off dominant tactics, frustration and anxiety set in on both 
sides. 


The problem is that feminism has put such a stigma on male sexuality 
that women are brought up to both desire male sexual attention and 
fear it. That sucks for them. And we dudes were brought up being 
taught that aggressive sexuality -- which included attempting to 
initiate sex -- was inherently disrespectful of women, and that the 
proper thing for a good little boy to do was kiss your woman's ass 
until she decided she was ready to have sex with you (the 
Betaization), because to manfully initiate sex like your forefathers 
was an affront to the inherent spirit of independence and person- 
hood of women as human beings, and yadda yadda yadda and after 
that we just kind of stopped listening. We got the message. 


Oh boy, did we get the message. 


Between the fear of divorce, sexual harassment suits, and diversity 
training classes, the men of Generation X were taught to fear and 
respect female sexuality. They were also taught that women could 
initiate sex and not be considered sluts. In fact, they were pretty 
much instructed exactly what hoops had to be jumped through in 
order to have a pristine, politically-correct sexual experience complete 
with two condoms and a signed indemnification form. For all 
practical purposes, we were taught that Nice Boys didn't initiate sex... 
. they stood there and waited for it to happen by the grace of 
womanhood alone. 


Big problem with that, though. Sex doesn't work that way. Because 


it's pretty clearly understood that women are designed to be sexually 
reactive, and men are designed to be sexually proactive. 


Even Emily Nagoski, noted feminist scholar of human sexuality and 
fellow Sex Nerd, is perfectly willing to admit this. She pretties it up 
by saying that women tend to have "responsive desire", while men 
tend to have "spontaneous desire", but it comes down to the same 
thing: men are proactive about sex, women are reactive. 


If a man doesn't act, the woman can't react. Dr. Nagoski hedges 
her bets by invoking the usual NAWALT (Not All Women Are Like 
That!”) argument that spontaneous and responsive desires are not 
gender-dependent and vary greatly from individual to individual -- all 
perfectly true -- but as my old physics teacher always said, "the race is 
not always to the swift, nor the battle to the strong... . but that's the 
way to bet." 


Dr. Nagoski agrees. She says about 70% of women usually have 
Reactive Desire at most points in their lives, so for our purposes, if 
you want to qualify the statement for public consumption, you can say 
"Men, in aggregate, tend to manifest Spontaneous Desire more often 
and more easily, while women, in aggregate, tend to manifest 
Responsive Desire more often and more easily." 


In other words, "In general, women don't start getting hot and thinking 
about having sex until a man (we’re assuming heterosexuality, here) 
comes along and gives them a reason to." That doesn't mean that she 
won't have lusty, nasty thoughts at any given hour of the day... but 
in terms of acting upon those thoughts, it's less-likely even in this 
egalitarian day-and-age that she will initiate sex of her own 
accord without first being approached by a man. 


It’s ironic that she pitches the idea as a feminist demand for 
acknowledgement that women are different and special creatures. Dr. 
Nagoski points out that she's tired of sex researchers using the 
language and standards of male sexuality to evaluate and judge female 
sexuality. 


While her point is well-taken -- male and female sexualities appear to 
be very different in make-up and mechanism, and sex researchers have 
traditionally been male and used male paradigms for evaluating 
female sexuality -- it also undermines the feminist approach to sex in 
which male and female are theoretically equal in all important ways. 
That leads to the pragmatic result of women becoming more dominant 


in their personal relationships by default, as men ceded the initiative 
under the blistering attack of feminism on their collective 
masculinity. 


It's a feminist axiom that men and women ideally enter into a 
marriage or relationship as an "equal" partnership. In the feminist 
marriage, there is no implied obligation or expectation of sex on 
either party's part. Under feminism, sex cannot be 
institutionalized in any way without damaging the independence 
of women as individuals. 


If sex happens in a feminist marriage, it is by the grace of the 
woman to bestow it, regardless of the man's behavior, and she alone 
controls access to it by custom, if not by law. Any less than 
enthusiastic and willful participation by the woman is tantamount to a 
non-consensual tryst, goes Third Wave feminist theory. In some 
extremes, she can even change her mind about her consent after 
the fact, and let the hamsters fall where they may. 


But all of that lovely ideology falls apart when the rubber hits the 
well-traveled road. If biology demonstrates that women tend to have 
"Responsive Desire" -- and that is held up as a proud difference 
between male and female sexualities by one of the noted feminist 
researchers -- then it's really very difficult to argue any pretense that 
the goal of "equality" in a sexual relationship, especially in a marriage, 
is contrary to our biology. 


That may make little difference to the "gender is a social illusion" 
crowd, who push to have gender concepts in general stripped away 
from our culture in the interest of fairness. But for the rest of us, the 
ones who are actually going out and trying to get laid, this is a vital and 
fundamental fact that cannot be ignored by pretending it would be 
better if we all just acted like it didn't matter to anyone if we were 
boys or girls. 


Because when you do that . . . well, you stop getting laid. Androgyny 
occasionally slips into our culture as a novelty, but when it comes 
down to it we persist in recognizing the pretty clearly-established fact 
that there are bigger differences between men and women than our 
choice of position when we urinate. 


Just take a look at the phenomenon of "Lesbian Bed Death". It's a 
truism that lesbian couples in long-term relationships often just... 
stop having sex, even if they were fairly lustful at the beginning of the 


relationship. The "Reactive Desire" idea, applied in this sense, 
demonstrates that if two people who are both "reactive" are in a 
relationship, you get a lot of "so do you want to have sex tonight?" "I 
dunno, do you want to have sex tonight?" "I dunno, it depends on 
whether or not you want to have sex tonight?" "I could have sex, but 
it's totally up to you." "Hey, isn't there a This Old House marathon on 
tonight?" 


Similarly, gay men in relationships tend to have a lot more sex than 
straight people or lesbians, especially in the heady days of their early 
20s when testosterone turns every male into a horny slab of 
testosterone-poisoned sex-zombie willing to bang anything that 
doesn't run away fast enough. When both partners enjoy "spontaneous 
desire", you can bet that there's a whole lot more DNA flying around. 


So the science says women are reactive, men are proactive. Feminism 
says to ignore that and focus on human rights issues and universal 
deference and respect for vaginas, letting them do as they will of their 
own accord. After ignoring the custom that supported the science for 
three decades, and suffering a societal retrenchment of mating 
customs the likes of which human history has never seen before, 
eventually the damage got bad enough so that a couple of dudes said 
"hey, all that stuff about us waiting until the woman says she's ready 
for sex on her own? It's really all kinda bullshit!". 


And then they went and developed Game, because they realized that 
if they, as men, didn't take responsibility for attempting to 
initiate sex 100% of the time, then they got a lot less sex. When 
you wait around patiently for the one in the relationship with 
"responsive desire" to suddenly generate interest in "spontaneous 
desire", then you're going to be waiting a lot. And then your woman 
will quit being attracted to you and start to cultivate other options. 


Welcome to Blue Pill Betahood, where they put the 'blue' into 'blue 
balls"! 


Indeed, for most dudes in the Manosphere you can trace back their 
realization that they just took the Red Pill when they realize that the 
same sexuality that has been castigated and demeaned all his life is 
evolutionarily designed for him to try to initiate sex all the damn time 
as an inherent expression of his masculinity -- it's not a sign of a 
character flaw or a medically treatable condition. Dudes are horny, 
they try to have sex with girls, and that has nothing to do with 
their deeper political beliefs about the role of women and gender 


in our society. 


And once they realize that -- and accept that if they want sex, they 
and they alone are responsible for initiating and managing their sexual 
relationship -- then they can relax, safely ignore all of that crap about 
the politically correct method of coitus, and get his freak on like 
Nature intended by initiating sex without fear of judgment. 


And yes, he might get judged . . . but the next step on the Red Pill 
journey is ceasing to give unworthy women the power of judgment 
over you. Once you realize that to screw them you have to ignore 
what they say and pay attention to what they do, then what they 
say even about you gets a lot less credibility. 


Case in point: college girl I knew absolutely hated the whole macho 
Alpha image thing with a passion, to the point where she would 
confront jocks and d-bags in the college cafeteria about their alleged 
douchebaggery and lack of respect for women by these oversexed 
walking phalluses . . . and then at the end of the semester she was the 
FB of three dudes on the wrestling team who could care less what she 
thought about them. It wasn't her opinion that they were trying to get 
into. 


So the best thing a dude can do is suck it up. Accept the fact that 
despite what our popular culture might be saying, in fact the female 
sex drive tends to be reactive, not proactive, and that you will 
have to put forth more effort than you'd probably like if you want 
to improve your sex life. Deal with it. 


Because if you wait for your reactive-desire wife or girlfriend to 
suddenly develop spontaneous desire, you're going to be there for a 
while. With blue balls. You have to step up and aggressively pursue a 
consistent strategy of seduction and pursuit or you're locked in Blue 
Pill Betahood until the divorce. 


It's possible to be sexually proactive and not be a douchebag. Indeed, 
a lot of happily married couples with long histories figure out ways to 
do just that, and end up enjoying a long and lusty sex life. The ideal 
Red Pill goal is to get to a place where your ability to initiate gets 
distilled down to a comfortable, easy-to-recognize signal that 
immediately dampens panties. 


That's the beauty of Married Game, and the difference between it and 
Dating Game. In Dating Game, the goal is to establish a relationship 


that leads to sex with the least amount of effort and expenditure of 
resources as possible. Married Game's goal is to establish a pattern of 
sexual behavior in a relationship that encourages an interpersonal 
intimacy in which sex is not "if" but "when", with the least amount of 
effort and expenditure of resources as possible. In Dating Game you're 
hunting wild pussy. In Married Game, you have domesticated pussy 
available. But if you don't husband it properly by consistently and 
aggressively initiating sex with your woman (paying particular 
attention to her menstrual cycle) and giving her the opportunity to react 
favorably, then no matter how well the initial domestication went, 
you're going to have problems on your hands and more porn on your 
computer. 


It can be hard. Once you take the Red Pill, and understand the 
realities of the situation instead of focusing on some theoretical ideal 
of sexual equality your relationship is supposed to measure up to, 
then you can accept the idea that initiating sex is your responsibility 
as a man, not your (plural) responsibility as a couple. If her sexuality 
is reactive, and you aren't being proactive, then she's going to sit there 
in neutral and start doubting her own attractiveness, and therefore the 
strength of your relationship, and that way lieth madness. 


So suck it up. Forget about how nice it would be if she just came in, 
dropped her panties, bent over and said "do me, please". Because the 
fact is, if you want to cultivate that kind of response the only way 
it can be done (without recourse to pharmaceuticals of dubious 
legality) is by cultivating a proactive pattern of sexual behavior 
in which you do initiate often and enthusiastically enough that 
she feels confident and secure enough to initiate sex herself 
without fear of rejection (which women handle and interpret 
entirely differently than we do) secure in the knowledge that yes, you 
do find her irresistibly attractive because why else would you be trying 
relentlessly to nail her all the time? 


So suck it up and go make out with your wife. If you do it right, she'll 
forget all about who started it. 


Chapter Seven: 


Alpha Move: Give Her Chocolate . . . The Right Wway! 


Athol and I and a whole bunch of other Manosphere guys are hardcore 
geeks and nerds (there is a difference, but only a geek would know it 
and only a nerd would argue about it). That's off-putting to some 
folks who don't "get" sci-fi and think it's all a bunch of ray guns and 
rocket ships. 


The fact is, the reason a lot of us geek-out about sci-fi and comics and 
such is that they present more elegant and useful metaphors for 
the realities of our post-industrial existence. "Using the Force", for 
instance, when you are closing your eyes driving through traffic on 
the interstate, or "entering the Neutral Zone" when undertaking 
activity of dubious legality. The fact is, we use sci-fi metaphors 
because they are apt and elegant and they are a common point of 
reference for many of us who ...didn't do a lot of dating in High 
School. 


That being said as preface, we come to the topic of the chapter, the 
proper (Red Pill) way to give your wife chocolate. 


Mrs. Ironwood and I have been eagerly enjoying The Big Bang 
Theory, not only for it's witty nerdicissms but also for it's portrayal of 
a gang of misfit Betas, Sigmas, Deltas and Omegas attempt to 
overcome their terminal geekatude and find babes. When one 
(Leonard) actually does, his roommate Sheldon, an anal-retentive OCD 
narcissistic genius theoretical physicist, has a hard time dealing with 
her feminine idiosyncrasies. Instead of pitching a hissy fit, he handles 


the situation with masculine cunning. 


Basically, when the girlfriend, Penny, did something Sheldon didn’t 
like, he gave her a note of disapproval until she corrected the 
behavior. When she did, he casually offered her a chocolate in pursuit 
of Pavlovian programming. Sheldon was, in essence, building Leonard 
a “better girlfriend”, even though Leonard did not believe the tactic 
would work. Try to find the clip on the internet somewhere, or check 
out the episode - it’s Red Pill gold. 


When Mrs. Ironwood and I first watched this, we laughed so hard we 
almost peed. 


And after that it became an inside joke. I started carrying around a 
small bag of candy (Hershey's drops, but any kind of small, easily 
portable chocolate candy will do) and whenever she did something I 
approved of, say, initiate sex, talk dirty, or verbally offer me respect 
for what I do, or some such, I'd whip out the bag and say "Chocolate?" 
and she'd laugh. I'd laugh. Funny. 


But I kept doing it. After a while, it stopped being funny in one way, 
and started being funny in another as she acknowledged my conscious 
attempts to take control of the relationship and modify her behavior. 
Whenever I suddenly offered her a chocolate, it was a tangible and 
concrete sign of my approval, and a tacit rejection of the behavior she 
avoided. 


In other words, it made her unconscious behaviors I disliked conscious, 
calling her out and holding her accountable, while rewarding her for 
her efforts to counter them -- even if they were accidental. I tried to 
never do it ironically, always supportively. And after a while, I didn't 
even need the chocolate. I could just pantomime handing her one and 
asking, and she'd get the point. 


Little subtle, subtextual rituals can communicate volumes in a 
marriage. I'm not trying to demean my wife, belittle her or insult her 
intelligence. But Iam making a point of letting her know that I 
am observing her behavior and such little things do not escape 
my notice or my memory (as she once thought they did). And 
lastly Iam making the point that I would much rather lovingly offer 
her chocolate for good behavior than, say, get into an argument over 
negative behavior. 


Yeah, I can use it to be an asshole sometimes. But she forgives me. 


Hey, I give her chocolate. What's she going to say? 


Chapter Eight: 


Alpha Move: Be Iron Chef 


A commenter over at Badger’s illustrious Hut basically said that 
cooking was women's work and totally Beta. I passionately disagree. 
Here's why. 


While cooking has traditionally been done by women in agricultural 
and tribal cultures due to the division of labor, there is nothing 
unmasculine or inherently and irredeemably Beta about cooking. Indeed, 
it can be an intensely profound exercise of male power. 


Mrs. Ironwood can't cook. At all. Her brother and her (male) cousin 
were both adept professional chefs. She and her mother . . . well, they 
couldn't cook their way out of a refugee camp with Paula Deen and a 
pound of lamb. My wife once washed pasta with soap. Two weeks 
after moving in with her, I excused her from all future attempts and 
assumed the duties exclusively. Indeed, I wrote into our marriage 
vows that I will "Feed her when she is hungry". She's utterly abysmal, 
due in part to her training in science, which requires exact 
measurements and such. ("It's says 'brown the beef’. . . how brown? 
What shade of brown? AGHH!" -- actual quote). 


I, on the other hand, have cooking as a part of my family culture, with 
a legacy cookbook and everything. I've cooked professionally for 
years, and pursued it as a passionate hobby since my teens. The skill 
certainly got me laid in college -- there is great Game in cooking, if 
you do it right. The first time I cooked a full mean for Mrs. Ironwood, 
she dropped the fork, swallowed, and said "I want to have your 
babies." I'm good. 


So when we cohabitated, I cooked. She didn't. When we got married, 
I cooked, she didn't. I do every meal, and I don't phone it in. I have 
demanded that she learn how to respect the food even if she doesn't 
know how to prepare it, and I've introduced her to all sorts of cuisines 
she likely never would have tried. My subtextual message was pretty 
loud: FOOD COMES THROUGH ME! IF YOU WANT TO EAT WELL, 
KEEP ME HAPPY. 


Even in my worst Beta years, I was always Alpha in the kitchen. I 
could have a girlfriend in my kitchen and even assist, but if she 
started trying to take control, I'd throw a bitch out. MY DOMAIN. 
And if she didn't like the food . . . well, sure sign of poor relationship 
material. 


Mrs. Ironwood loves everything I put in front of her. While her single 
girlfriends were eating Ramen noodles or "dating for dinner" or hitting 
McD's AGAIN, she was getting incredible meals every night. Serious 
DHV. 


So, now that I have kids, and I'm running a family in addition to a 
relationship, the kitchen and meal prep is an even more important 
extension of power and order in my household. There's nothing Beta 
in mandating when and what shall be consumed by the family, what is 
purchased at the grocery store and how much is spent. 


In a post-industrial world where cleaning and supplying has been 
largely outsourced or simplified, cooking (and laundry) remain the 
key components of housework left. Athol has spoken at length about 
the Game value of doing laundry, and I defer to his expertise on the 
matter. But the Married Game value of cooking is at least as high, and 
can be much, much higher. 


Now that I have kids, I use cooking to make sure they have the 
Ironwood gene for culinary arts intact, and teach them my rules and 
my perspective on food. One child at a time is designated "Scullion” 
and acts as an apprentice and assistant. Each meal they cook comes 
with a lecture on where the food came from, nutrient value, portions, 
preservation, native culture, method of cultivation, and important 
historical and cultural points related to the food. All very nerdy, yes. 


But my 7 year old can turn a pretty deft omelet. My 10 year old 
makes her own pie crust. My 12 year old can tell you far, far more 
than you wanted to know about all sorts of kitchen and food-related 
lore. We have enshrined "rules of the kitchen", from Rule No. 1: 


Sharp things cut, hot things burn to The Ironwood Rule: In this 
house, we garnish! My kids go to the grocery store and farmer's 
market with me, help with cleanup (with a little coercion) and are 
generally part of the cooking tradition. 

Mrs. Ironwood has learned enough to be competent with very simple 
dishes, but I still like having one of the kids around to watch her, just 
in case. 


Cooking is not exclusively a feminine province. Consider the scene 
from Goodfellas, when the mobsters are conspiring to cook pasta in 
prison and pay loving attention to each detail of the meal. In the 
rugged Pyrenees the Euskandulak gentlemen's "supper clubs" are all- 
male social opportunities wherein the local leading men of the 
community take turns producing fabulous meals for each other (and 
then go on to discuss smuggling operations or furthering the goals of 
the Basque Separatist movement with guns and bombs). 


In my own beloved South, there are teams of male barbecue 
enthusiasts who compete relentlessly for title and reputation. I have 
had the fortune to be on a Scout backpacking trip during which I ate 
expertly prepared venison and squirrel by a man who knew how to 
use seasoning and preparation to bring out the full, rich flavor of the 
meat. 


There is nothing at all unmanly about food prep. Nor is it a 
demeaning or dishonorable task. Indeed, the idea that "men don't 
cook" for years gave women power over the domestic homefront. 
Now that division of labor is a lot less pronounced, there's no reason 
at all why a man can't be responsible for all of the food that goes in 
the mouths of his family. 


It's a subtle Art, make no mistake. The comfortable dependability of 
food provides plenty of positive Beta, and your craft -- and eventual 
mastery -- of turning ingredients into delicious food provides a 
powerful statement about your dedication and skill, knowledge and 
creativity, all of which are Alpha. 


But then it comes to presentation, and that's where the real Alpha 
kicks in. Anyone can cook, eventually. But if you really want to get 
the most out of the experience then I suggest you cultivate a bit of 
showmanship and cunning about how you present your food to the 
people who eat it. That doesn't necessarily mean that every meal has 
to be 5 star fare, but it does mean that you use attractive and 
appropriate settings to support your meals. 


One advantage of living in a traditionally-oriented culture like the 
South is that there is a culture of appreciation around manners, 
etiquette, and the proper enjoyment of food. No to mention boundless 
opportunities to display your Alpha through control. My table is My 
Table, and I set the rules. It's as much my arena as my bed or my 
desk, and I enforce those rules rigorously (though not always 
successfully) when we are eating. The rules are not decided by 
mutual consensus, or a vote, or anything other than the fact that it is 
My Table, the Captain's Table, and I alone am the arbiter of the 
rules there. 


If they don't like it, there's peanut butter and jelly in the pantry. 


So don't dismiss this very valuable avenue of alpha/beta power as 
inherently feminine or demeaning. That would be letting go of a 
potential masculine asset. 


Besides, don't forget that far more women poison their husbands than 
vice versa. No need to tempt her or give her more opportunity than 
she needs. Just sayin’. 


Chapter Nine: 


Alpha Move: Redecorate Your Bedroom 


Is Your Bedroom Killing Your Alpha? 


When a man marries (or moves in with) a woman, there's a long 
period where things are uncomfortable. You don't know where 
everything goes, you don't know about her stuff, and suddenly you're 
sharing things you didn't used to -- like a bedroom. 


Men like the bedroom. It's where some of our favorite sex happens. 
But all too often over time one of two terrible things happen, and we 
don't realize it. 


First, if you're a parent, your bedroom may become the repository for 
laundry, exiled toys, and assorted kid crap you want to maintain 
control over. Or, for some, a place you can hide all of your messy 
crap from company if you need to. Kids are messy, and they make us 
messy if we're not careful. And then there's your own crap: exercise 
machine, decades of SI, action figure collection, whatever. 


The second thing that can happen is that your woman, secure in her 
relationship, decides to "nest" in the glory of her "big girl house" by 
transforming your bedroom and bathroom to what is undoubtedly Her 
Domain. Pillows, artwork, carpet, drapes, from the moment you enter 
the bedroom, it's Her bedroom . . . you just sleep there. 


Now neither of those possibilities is very conducive to getting laid. A 
bedroom full of kid crap is distracting to the extreme. If you have 
very young children, the possibility exists that you will be in your 


moment of passion and the piles of laundry shift and suddenly you're 
trying to get your rocks off to "Elmo's Song" as their toys sing at you 
maniacally. Kids artwork is great, but it belongs elsewhere -- nothing 
can throw your Game like suddenly looking up at a hand-drawn 
picture of you with WORLD'S BEST DADY on it. It's heartwarming - 
but not boner-building. 


Likewise, if your woman has over-feminized your bedroom with five 
times the legal limits of pillows, artwork you don't like, or every 
stuffed animal she's ever gotten, getting laid might be less distracting 
but also less natural. Our surroundings influence us, and in the 
bedroom not only should we feel free to focus on the activities 
associated therewith, but we should also feel, as Men, that the 
bedroom includes a mixture of masculine and feminine energies that 
you both feel comfortable with. 


Now that sounds like New Agey crap, but the fact is if you're bedroom 
is four shades of mauve and you go to sleep every night staring at 
your wife's prized Angel collection, your bedroom suffers from any 
sign of you, the Man. And it shouldn't have to. The visual portrayal 
of masculine energy aids in the establishment of masculine self- 
confidence and pride. 


All too often when we marry we automatically defer (in fine Blue Pill 
fashion) to whatever our wives want to do with the bedroom, because, 
well, they happen to have the only functioning vagina in the 
relationship. As Captain of your ship, you have the right to have 
appropriate quarters that reflect your masculine soul -- especially 
when it comes to something as important as poon tang. 


So take careful stock of your bedroom this evening -- really look 
around and take a mental inventory. Do you like the color? The 
curtains? The bedding? The bed? Does your stuff take up about as 
much room as hers? Do you have any artwork on the walls to match 
hers? Did you choose the carpet? Do you think the place would 
benefit from a stuffed moose's head? 


Now, I'm not advocating that you turn your marital bower into a 
sports bar. But a few pieces of tasteful erotic art, a rug you chose, a 
bedspread you like, or an award you won are all suggested. If the 
place is filled with flowers and stuff you don't know what it is but it 
looks breakable and important, then get some crap of your own to 
balance it out. For every item of decoration she has, you should have 
an element of your own. Candles, sconces, dogs playing poker, 


anything but a busty chick trying to sell you beer is fair game. 
Personally, I display a big sharp pointy sword on the wall as a 
counterpoint to the many feminine objects in my bedroom. 


But if you do nothing else... get rid of the damn pillows. She only 
needs a few. Unless they are being actively used as sexual props, there 
is no reason to protect your bed with that many pillows. Take 
ownership of your bedroom and let her know that this is a neutral 
place for you both, not her room that you sleep in. 


By sweeping away the clutter, adding a few suggestive pieces, and re- 
claiming the marital bed in a masculine way you can help bring a 
little psychological parity into it. Both of you need to feel comfortable 
and aroused -- and if you think of bed as "her turf", that isn't going to 
be easy. 


As a commenter cogently pointed out, decor and lack of pillows 
doesn't mean a thing if the over-all effect still doesn't invite an 
erotic response. Seriously, dudes, handle your shit. We all have 
pocket contents -- they define who we are, to some extent. But that 
doesn't mean they have to explode all over the place every night. 


So fellas, do this: clean your room, thoroughly, before you buy 
anything. Then buy a tastefully masculine wicker basket you can 
place on your dresser -- you can even find one with a lid, if you'd like. 
Then find a tastefully masculine looking container for receipts that 
ACTUALLY NEED TO BE KEPT next to it. If so inclined, also include a 
spare change jar, possibly matching the other features. Have a trash 
can nearby, too, if you don't already (and make sure you make a point 
of emptying the damn thing when it's half full). 


When you're ready to bed-down, watch, wallet, keys, pocket knife, 
and other gentlemanly crap in your basket. Change goes into the 
change jar -- you'll make it part of your secret nookie fund, if you're 
wise. Important receipts in the container (clear to file at the end of 
the month). Everything else is trash. 


You should never have more than one book and two magazines next 
to your bed. Make a point not to let them accumulate. 


And clothes . . . get your own hamper. Seriously. If it's dirty, dispose 
of it. If it's clean (even "mostly clean") then roll it up and place it 
neatly near by your other clean clothes. If you're wise, you'll have 
another, larger wicker basket for such transitional laundry. But don't 


throw it on the floor. 


Have some respect -- the bedroom is your sexual arena, your stage, 
your laboratory and workshop. Treat it accordingly. Would you go to 
a mechanic whose tools were strewn all over his garage? Would you 
trust a craftsman who couldn't maintain his workshop? The desire to 
"mark our territory" with our messes is strong in men, but there's a 
place for that: the man cave. Your bedroom is not your man cave. 


And ladies, when confronted with this issue, there are a few ways you 
can choose to handle it. 


First, the traditional Blue Pill approach: nag him about it. That sets 
up resentment, is a DLV (Display of Low Value) for him, and brings 
conflict to the issue, because he's going to interpret it as an attempt at 
territorial control and react accordingly. He might even do it to 
temporarily appease you, but before you know it he'll be back to his 
old habits and you'll be nagging him about it again. 


Or you could try the Red Pill approach and manipulate him with sex 
-- that's good Girl Game. Believe me, it's your best bet. Mrs. 
Ironwood had to contend with that, once upon a time. After fighting 
a losing battle with me for years over it, she got sick of the nagging 
and the passive-aggressiveness of my response. 

So for my birthday she bought me a complete, masculine-looking set 
of wicker and wood containers and included a note that said, more or 
less, "Organization makes me wet" and then went on to richly reward 
me for cleaning up my shit. 


She repeated with more positive reinforcement the next few times it 
started to get messy ("I'll be wearing a piece of clothing to bed for 
every piece of clutter on your dresser", "the smell of Pledge makes me 
horny", "when you finish straightening up your dresser you can dust 
them with my panties"). After a while, if she wasn't happy with the 
state of my side of the room, when I'd try to initiate she'd tell me that 
she was really feeling like watching me clean the bedroom naked to 


music, and I'd take the hint. 


As the lady said, "A man will put up with just about anything if he thinks 
its foreplay". Just make sure you give him the treat at the end of the 
trick, make sure he knows it's important and why, and after you've 
mentioned it once, don't mention it again for a while. Give him a 
chance to handle his business. And if he doesn't -- make him take you 
to a nice, clean hotel room before you give it up. 


Dudes, clean is sexy to women. Always. Even when she's being 
"dirty", she doesn't want to be distracted by clutter, dirt, and dust. 
Cobwebs aren't sexy. Dirty clothes aren't sexy. So handle your 
business and clean up your act. 


Chapter Ten: 


Alpha Move: Be Arm Candy 


I was attending a work-related function (costume fetish party at a 
local bar, where my brother Sylvester Ironwood just happened to be 
the bartender) which allowed me to do some good field work in terms 
of observation. 


I actually ran into a local Red Pill dude and his lovely wife, who for 
the sake of their privacy shall remain nameless. Watching their 
interactions was intriguing, especially against the backdrop of both 
singles trying to hook up, couples out strutting their stuff, and the odd 
leather-clad slave being led by on a leash. 


A very hot wife certainly adds to intermasculine social ranking .. . if 
you present a protective presence around her strong enough to 
discourage any interlopers. A dude with a hot wife gets social 
points, but only if he can defend her adequately. Once he establishes his 
territory, usually the rest of the males move on, paying him respect for 
his mate and willingness to protect his claim. 


A very few might try to challenge by stealing him away, but there are 
dangers implicit in mate-poaching among males. You just don’t rub 
another man’s rhubarb. And if you do, and he has developed a loyalty 
among his friends (see above), then the possibility of losing all social 
standing in the group is risked. Not to mention getting the shit kicked 
out of you. 


Women, on the other hand, also factor another woman’s mate 


selection into the equation but they do it far more deliberately and 
with calculation. A woman married to a low-status spouse gets pity 
and sympathy, disguising deeper and less noble emotions, from her 
female peers. A low-status spouse might be better than no husband at 
all, but only short-term. 


In this equation, unlike when a woman is evaluating a potential mate 
for herself, when a woman evaluates another woman’s husband 
she factors in both Alpha traits and Beta traits, literally 
imagining how he would perform for her as husband and father. 
And if a woman admires another woman’s husband after evaluating 
him, then the wife actually gains status in the feminine social 
hierarchy based on her husband’s suitability as her mate. 


A woman with a hot husband gets so many points. If he’s hot and 
funny, the number goes up. If he’s hot, funny, and charming, it goes 
up further. If he’s hot, funny, charming, and independently wealthy . 
. . well, you get the idea. It's a kind of reverse Preselection, where 
your ability to attract the attention and admiration of the women in 
her social group increases her value to them, even while your 
subjective SR towards your wife is getting buffed by their preselection 
attention. Win, win. 


When I go to one of Mrs. Ironwood's work functions, my unstated 
intention is to ensure every woman in the room thinks about me 
the next time she has an orgasm, and then reflect in the 
afterglow what a lucky bitch Mrs. Ironwood is for have such a 
studly, caring and faithful hubby. That's the goal, anyway. 


I encourage that thought by automatically taking a subtextually 
dominant stance both in my posture and in my speech. I do my best 
to impress upon them what a cultured, mannered, and sophisticated 
husband she has, and without saying a word to that effect imply that 
in addition to being brilliant at her career and blessed with three 
happy, healthy, intellectually precocious children, she also has a 
caring, sensitive, and strong husband who manages the house and 
takes her to Pound Town with enviable regularity. 


Why is this important to Red Pill dudes? Because when you are at a 
function with your wife, especially one related to her work or career, 
despite the conventional wisdom on the subject you actually do 
more harm to your wife by hanging back and being passive than 
you would if you took and kept a dominant presentation during 
the affair. 


Why is this? Women respond to dominant cues, regardless of 
where they came from . . . or to whom they are directed. If you 
are rolling a dominant presentation around your wife, far from the 
other women being upset that a strong, capable career woman is being 
dominated by a mean ol’ man, the other women will instead respond 
to your cues as much or more as your wife will in a subconscious 
effort to advance themselves as potential replacement mates. 


By taking a dominant presentation, you are being “a good man” in 
front of them which makes them try to demonstrate their own 
worthiness. And in responding to your physical subtextual dominance 
displays, even when they aren’t directed at them, women tend to 
socially submit to a woman associated with a dominant male. 


That’s the happy side-effect of this reaction: the increase in social 
status your wife will get from other women by being seen in a 
submissive position to you. Your wife might be the head of her 
entire division and be used to bossing around thousands of 
subordinates . . . but that doesn’t mean that you are excused from 
your duties. By maintaining a dominant presentation around her you 
can help to secure her position as the Alpha Female (or at least 
improve her position in the organization) and gain the dominance and 
loyalty of her female subordinates. 


Why? Because subtextually submitting to her husband does not 
make a woman, even a professional executive, look weak - it 
reinforces the idea that she has consummate mate-selection skills 
to the rest of the social group. A woman who can fight her way 
into upper management but who cannot find a worthy mate loses 
status. A woman who can fight her way into upper management AND 
find a husband who demonstrates high value in front of her 
subordinates offers social proof of her personal dominance, even 
as she allows her husband to take a dominant presentation. 


It seems like a maddening Catch-22 for most women, and a horrifying 
thought to most feminists, but it seems to be the Red Pill truth: by 
demonstrating her submission to her husband, an Alpha female 
locks in her status by proving that as a capstone of her personal 
power she was able to secure a very high-quality male, one of 
such a high quality that even she feels compelled to submit to 
him. That’s a powerful statement of feminine aggression that most 
feminists don't want to acknowledge. 


Don’t believe me? Consider a couple that you know (and I’m sure all 
of you know a couple like this) with a strong woman involved in the 
marriage/relationship. Now think about the couple you know where 
the man married to the strong woman had a very strong Alpha 
presentation, and contrast it with a couple you know where the man 
has a weak Beta presentation. 


Do you find that you have more respect for the woman who 
dominates her weak husband, or the one who submits subtextually to 
her strong husband? Even in cases where you might admire the 
strength and intelligence of the woman, most likely you'll also find 
yourself deducting points of your esteem based on the idiot loser she 
married. 


But the strong woman who has found a strong man, strong enough to 
dominate even her? That’s a bitch to watch out for, as Mrs. Ironwood 
would say. 


We don’t respect the otherwise-capable woman who can’t handle 
her relationship. Oh, she’ll get plenty of sympathy if she seriously 
considers divorce, but except in extreme cases you can count on a lot 
of that “support” to be typical feminine sabotage of competition. If 
we see a high-powered female executive get into an argument with 
her Beta milquetoast hubby that leaves him fleeing the room, we don’t 
feel confident in her abilities as a leader and manager. We see a 
woman who doesn't have her personal shit together. 


So for any Red Pill dudes whose wives have a career upon which your 
personal ship depends, remember - always! - the vital importance of 
standing by your woman the right way. Don’t be afraid of taking a 
dominant stance, firm handshake, eye contact, even a little light 
flirtation when you’re at her side. Never say a disparaging word about 
her, never embarrass her, and never intimate that your relationship is 
anything other than cast out of bronze and impregnable. 


Don't crowd her when she is discussing business, but maintain an 
alert, calm, and interested demeanor at all times. Be charming to the 
ladies and friendly but strong to the gentlemen. Never fail to 
compliment your wife or comment about how proud you are of her 
and her career accomplishments. 


But never forget that while she likely sees these people on a daily 
basis and she has already established a position in the social 
hierarchy, that as her mate you are not bound by that position. She 


might be a junior flunky at the firm, but by showing up at her side 
and presenting a powerful but not stifling Alpha presence can elevate 
her social position dramatically. Of course, screwing up can screw up 
her career, too, so be careful. 


You can maintain a posture that is possessive and dominant without 
being cumbersome by simply placing one hand on the small of your 
wife’s back, her shoulder, or best, her neck. Standing off to her left 
side makes you seem more intimidating, which is useful in work 
situations, while standing to her right you serve as a backstop in social 
positions where your presence as a couple is more important than 
either one of you individually. 


Using a lower tone of voice to both men and women emphasizes your 
dominance. Speaking in short, controlled sentences instead of long 
and rambling ones helps you affect a presentation of calm and sincere 
power. 


Standing as straight and tall as possible is always a good idea, as is 
dressing up for the occasion. And squaring up your shoulders parallel 
to the person you wish to impress with your personal studliness 
certainly helps -- but never get more than arm's reach away from your 
wife. Small PDAs might be appropriate -- hand-holding, reassuring 
hugs, a sincere peck on the lips can all lend credence to the idea that 
behind her cool workplace facade she has a volcanic tower of 
romantic passion awaiting her at home every night. 


When you’re playing the Trophy Husband your goal is to impress 
everyone your wife works for or with with what an outstanding catch 
you are. That means never saying anything that might embarrass her, 
anything that might come back to haunt her later, or anything that 
sounds even the slightest bit douchey. 


Males should be greeted with a handshake and an elbow-grab in one 
motion, after you have made a point of stepping around your woman 
(if you are standing behind her on her left, your right hand will have 
to come out to shake) which makes you seem larger and more 
imposing. 


Always identify yourself and your relation to your wife, and then 
answer any follow-up questions. Then fade back behind her, 
maintaining a quietly possessive manner, until you are needed again. 
Lingering over her left shoulder gives you a more possessive, 
dominant position. 


Periodically you should take breaks, say to get her food and drink (a 
DHV to all the other women in the room) and mingle a moment. 
Introduce yourself to any and all high-status females in the room, even 
the ones who might be your wife’s work enemy. Nothing makes a 
wife feel more gratified about her job than rubbing her successful, 
handsome husband in her work rival’s face. 


Be polite to everyone, respectful to her subordinates (treat them like 
you would a little sister) and flirt lightly (!) with any of her strong 
female allies. By engaging their interest you also engage their 
envy at your woman’s good fortune or selection criteria. If you 
remain comfortable and friendly, yet steadfastly devoted to her 
around her subordinates and allies, then her status among them goes 
up accordingly. 


And if you really want bonus points, then flirt shamelessly with the 
oldest woman in the room. That’s an Ironwood stand-by that has 
worked for four generations, now. Any jerk can go to a party and look 
pretty ...it takes a real gentleman to offer sincere enough flattery 
and good-natured teasing to a woman far past her prime. Such 
gallantry is a better DHV than driving up in a BMW for most women. 


So to summarize, there are very few social occasions where taking a 
dominant stance in relation to your wife is not advised. In most social 
situations with your wife, you actually do her more favors by 
appearing as a dominant husband than if you appeared as a weak- 
willed Beta... or even an “equal partnership” facade that most 
feminist marriages try to present. Women admire a dominant, tingly- 
producing man, and they also admire (even if they resent) the women 
who are with them. Don’t be afraid to use that. Indeed, you’d be 
crazy not to. 


You’d be amazed how grateful some wives can be after an 
exceptionally well-performed work function . . . 


Chapter Eleven: 


Alpha Move: The Cold Cash Move 


This one is a little different. 


Most Red Pill dudes understand implicitly the role that money 
(security) plays in courtship. It's the simplest way for a man to buff 
his Sex Rank -- billionaires get some play. 


Now most women will insist that it isn't actually the money, per se, it's 
money a sign of success, ambition, yadda yadda yadda, whatever their 
Hamster tells them to say to keep from being perceived as a money- 
grubbing goldigging bitch -- fair enough. The fact is, most women 
aren't money-grubbing golddigging bitches, far from it. Money is just 
a simple metric to measure potential security in a mate. 


But that doesn't mean that money doesn't play a role in their sexuality. 


Mrs. Ironwood is a case in point. She was raised in relative affluence, 
thanks to an ancestor of hers inventing a popular over-the-counter 
drug and cashing in. She lived in the "Old Money" part of town 
(although to be fair, since her family's fortune was post-Civil War and 
pre-Depression, it's technically counted as "New Old Money" -- that's 
just life in the South) and went to a private middle school and was a 
debutante and did other affluent things the extravagance of which 
now embarrass her. 


I count myself fortunate among husbands in that my wife actively 
dislikes jewelry, thanks to a father who gave her far too much far too 


early to make up for being... . well, her dad. The only jewelry I've 
ever given her was her wedding ring. Her ears aren't even pierced. 


Of course, after her parents' divorce and subsequent financial 
implosion, the money went away, not that she really missed it. I met 
her a few years later when she had just turned 19 and was living ina 
student slum and working as a receptionist, donating plasma to make 
rent. Good times. 


But thanks to her upbringing, she has no desire for ostentation or 
status symbols or any of the other crap her peers seem to be invested 
in. Money doesn't impress her, save as resources to be devoted to her 
children and her family. I found that intensely arousing, and an 
important quality in a wife. Better, people with money don't impress 
her, and I've seen her snub millionaires and corporate CEOs to have a 
chance to speak with an Auschwitz survivor. Money, as an abstract 
construct, just doesn't impress her. One of the many things I love 
about her. 


However... 


A year after we had moved in together (around 1992), while I was still 
in college, I sold my first published piece. To be fair, I'd sold it three 
years before, it was just taking forever to run through the process. But 
in early 1992 my first book came out, right after I met her. 


Much to my delight it did well -- in fact, it hit the New York Times 
Best Seller's list. And after riding that particular DHV for all it's worth 
("Yes, Mom, he isn't just a loser Liberal Arts major -- he's a New York 
Times Best Selling Author!" = GOLD) a month or so afterwards I 
caught a second wave. My royalty check came. 


Now, understand that in 1992 I was making about $15,000 a year in 
temp jobs, waiting tables and under-the-table stuff while I struggled to 
finish up my two bullshit majors that had no hope of finding me a 
job. I had lived with my parents through most of that to save money, 
and I was driving a crappy old Vega station wagon (the first vehicle 
John DeLorean ever designed, BTW). 


Suddenly I had a check in my hands for a sizable portion of my annual 
income... and I had earned it with the power of my brain. Mrs. 
Ironwood was certainly impressed. And she was 19. 


Do you know how an impressed, in-love 19 year old woman expresses 


herself? 
Physically. Noisily. And with great eagerness. 
Yeah, it was like that. 


But here's where it gets interesting. After arranging to buy a new-to- 
me Mustang (another story, and a lot more sex) I secretly took out 
$2500 from my account in cash. In $100 bills. 


That money was destined to be spent -- I had bills to pay. But I 
wanted to try an experiment, perhaps one of the earliest Red Pill 
experiments I ever did. 


I went home to find the future Mrs. Ironwood doing something or 
other, and I pulled her into the bedroom. And then without a word I 
stripped her naked. 


Then I reclined her on the bed. Then I started laying $100 bills across 
her skin, all over her naked body. 


I was testing a theory of one of my all-time favorite sci-fi authors, 
Robert Heinlein, who had mentioned in the Notebooks of Lazarus Long 
that "Money is the best aphrodisiac, but flowers work almost as well." 
I was young, goofy, and had just written a NYTBS novel -- I was at the 
apex of my mid-20s cockiness. And I wanted to see if the future Mrs. 
Ironwood, considering her affluent upbringing, would respond with 
anything other than "Ick! You don't know where that's been!", which 
is what I expected. 


What actually happened was very different. 


I witnessed the incredible sight of her rolling around in $100 bills ina 
state of sexual excitement that I had, at that point, never before seen 
in a woman. She was a lusty babe when I met her, but put her on a 
bed of $100 bills and she writhed like a slut in heat with the fleet in 
town. Minstrels will one day write songs about the intensity of that 
crazy afternoon of sex. At least one neighbor complained of the noise. 


Afterwards, when we talked about it, she revealed that yes, indeed, 
the sight (and smell) of that much cash had a quite unexpected erotic 
effect on her, one that had embarrassed her, but one which she 
understood in part because of her affluent upbringing. 

She explained that the boldness of the move -- "It was pure Alpha!" -- 


combined with the fact that I had made the money out of my own talent 
and skill and imagination (also, she admits 20 years later, combined 
with the fact that she was a super-horny 19 year old girl with a nerd 
fetish) had taken the usual excitement about a visible sign of security 
like the cash and magnified it in her brain. It was the ballsiest, 
nerdiest power-move she'd ever seen. 


Damp panties, natch. 


I wasn't just demonstrating my ability to provide security, she 
explained, I was doing it in a bold and deliberate display of nerd 
power, as primal as beating my chest. This was MY money that I 
had earned . . . and of all the women in the world I wanted to writhe 
around naked in it with, I had chosen her. 


She was aroused because even though she knew the money wasn't 
hers, the fact that I trusted her enough to roll around naked in a pile 
of my dough was just too hot to resist. This was me waving my 
intellectual dick around, she explained, as dominant a move as I've 
ever done. She still has fantasies about that afternoon, she tells me. 
Hell, so do I. 


A friend of mine (single, successful player) has a similar trick, a move 
he plays when he's on the road sarging for fresh poon in states he 
doesn't live in. He sits at a bar and orders a drink and just starts 
playing around with five $100 bills -- origami, bar tricks, etc. He 
doesn't spend it, he just plays with it. And before the night is over, he's 
gotten huge attention (doesn't hurt that he's not bad looking, either) 
from women. I've watched him fan out his money and lightly trail it 
over a girl's face, and then follow it with the line "Have you ever had 
five hundred bucks rubbed across your nipples?" with an innocent 
expression on his face. One of the best closings I've ever seen. 


He's occasionally lost a hundred or so, but considering how many 
times it's paid off, the Hooker Math is more than adequate. The thing 
is, he's not even giving the money to the chick -- he's just showing it 
off in a cocky, playful, masculine way... the kind of thing that drops 
panties. 


So if you want a quick, surprise Alpha buff, and you can afford it, 
consider this move. It’s best if the money is something you earned or 
won with your manly skill-set (it doesn't work as well when she knows 
you just took it out of savings) but any naked display of wealth like 
that, particularly with an aggressive and cocky presentation, is a 


serious DHV. 


If you can't afford $100s, then consider $50s or even $20s (NOTE: a 
big pile of change on the bed DOES NOT WORK FOR THIS and it can 
get pennies stuck in unusual places. You've been warned.). 


Oh, and before you ask, I asked Mrs. Ironwood's permission to share 
this with y'all. She hopes you won't think less of her for it. 


And what she doesn't know is that I'm planning a reprise of this move 
in a few months when I get a big pay-out from one of my successful 
Kindle books. Only this time I'm thinking 50 $100 bills instead of 25. 


It's been twenty years, after all. Inflation. 


[EDIT: Still works. Works even better with $5000 cash. Gods, I love 
Kindle. ] 


Chapter Twelve: 


Alpha Move: Midnight Picnic 


When Mrs. Ironwood and I first started going out, we were the typical 
poor college students living in a student hovel. "Going out" meant the 
Wendy's Hot Bar (Wendy's had a hot bar back then) and drinking an 
embarrassingly cheap bottle of wine at home. 


But after a few months the complacency had begun to set into our 
relationship, and I saw the need, even then, to inject a healthy dose of 
lusty romance into it to keep us both interested. Fancy restaurants or 
theater being far out of our reach, I instead searched for some way to 
get her in a sensuous, romantic place for some serious no-one-can- 
hear-you-scream nookie, with accouterments, for less than fifty bucks. 
After doing a little basic research, I figured it out. In retrospect, it was 
a good Red Pill date moment, simple and elegant, but instructive. 

And it made quite an impression. 


I took Mrs. Ironwood on a midnight picnic. 
PREPARATION 


This took a bit of prep, of course. I chose a late Spring, early Summer 
day, after the pollen but before the mosquitoes, and I carefully 
selected a secluded site. Luckily we lived on the edge of the rural/ 
urban interface, so finding a place far enough away from people to 
ensure privacy, yet close enough to keep it from being a chore to get 
their in the dark, wasn't that much of a problem. Even then Mrs. 
Ironwood could trip over her own shadow. 


The spot I selected was a long-abandoned horse pasture, still mostly 
fenced in, well behind the old stable. It was at the far end of the 
pasture, which had been long-trodden and overgrown for years, and 
was now covered with moss. It was quite meadowy. Overhanging 
cedar trees provided both a screen for seclusion and a place to hang 
stuff -- and hang stuff I did. 


This was the Age Before LEDs, so instead I used several hurricane 
lamps and candles, distributed around the blanket I pre-positioned. I 
used the space behind a largish rock for a staging area, dragging a 
cooler and a boom box there and setting up both. I borrowed a few 
wind chimes from my mother's back porch and hid them in the trees 
for effect. 


I set up an unobtrusive cone of incense far back away from our picnic 
to keep from triggering her asthma. In the cooler I added a selection 
of three types of cheese, crackers, summer sausage, grapes, 
strawberries and sugar, wine glasses, cutting board, knife, corkscrew 
(OK, it wasn't screw-cap cheap wine, but close), a citronella candle, 
and napkins. The boom-box was set up with a mix tape (!) of George 
Winston tunes, soft rock, and vocal Celtic music (which I didn't know 
at the time, but my future wife absolutely loathed). 


The blanket was a wide, fluffy one spread out over a tarp. I brought a 
few pillows along for comfort, and just in case of rain I pitched my 
pup-tent discreetly on the other side of the barn. Then I threw 
another tarp over the blanket and made sure that the path from the 
parking area to the pasture was clear of twigs, branches, and garden 
gnomes. 


EXECUTION 


That evening, I knew the future Mrs. I was working until at least 9:30 
(restaurant job), and since her car was broken down, I picked her up 
from work. We had some small talk, smoked a cigarette, and were 
headed home just like a normal night . . . when I took a strange turn 
off of the road. 


"Uh, where are we going?" she asked, a little nervously. 


"This way," I assured her, as we crept down the dirt road. She bit her 
lip and then suddenly started looking all over the back seat of my 
gallant college POS, an AMC Pacer. The future Mrs. Ironwood had 
decided to date me, anyway, even though the Babe Magnet switch was 


broken. 
"What? What are you looking for?" I asked, confused. 


"An axe, duct tape, chainsaw, garbage bags, that sort of thing," she 
said, cheerfully as she turned back around. 


"Oh, relax," I soothed. "If I was that kind of dude, I would have done 
that months ago and moved on already. Those guys are poseurs. I'm 
not that afraid of commitment. Sorry, but you're in for years of 
torment ahead of you," I joked. "Besides, you keep that kind of shit in 
the trunk." 


"You don't have a trunk," she pointed out. An AMC Pacer is a 
hatchback resembling a fish bowl on wheels — not exactly “sex 
positive”. "So where the hell are we going?" she demanded, her 
nostrils flaring prettily. 


"On a date," I said, even more mysteriously. "Fairy land, maybe. 
Relax, enjoy the evening. It's a full moon," I pointed out. 


She grunted an agreement, but still looked worried. But excited. I 
finally stopped the car in the middle of nowhere and then asked her to 
wait a few moments. She wasn't thrilled with that, out in the woods, 
but I told her she could lock the door and leave the lights on until I 
returned, if that made her feel better, so she agreed. 


I ran down to the meadow and took the tarp off the blanket, lit the 
candles and lamps, and turned the music on softly before returning to 
the car. I was only gone maybe two minutes. 


"What now?" she asked, through a barely-slitted window. The door 
was still locked. 


"Now, we go on our date," I said, offering her my hand. "Trust me." 


We were still new in the relationship, so I can understand her 
hesitation. But she also knew I had gone to a lot of trouble, and I 
probably really wasn't a serial killer because those guys are always 
loner neat-freaks and I was a very social slob. So she got out of the 
car and reluctantly followed me. 


I'd lit the first candle in the path just out of sight of the car, so when 
we turned the corner she saw it. Her eyes lit up a little. Seven more 


tealight candles later, and she was staring at the picnic I'd laid out, 
wonder in her eyes. 


"You did all this... . for me?" 


"My first date prospect fell through," I joked. "And I figured you'd be 
my next easiest choice, emphasis on 'easy'," I quipped. "Of course I did 
it for you. Who else do I want to seduce by moonlight?" 


"I'm sure you have a list," she mused, while looking around at all of 
the candles, augmented by the season's first fireflies. "Ian, it's 
beautiful!" 


We sat down, ate the picnic, had a lovely evening to soft music and 
candlelight, and even managed to slow dance a little under the stars 
and the bright, full moon. Then we proceeded to the sweaty bits 
several times before the bugs finally overcame the inherent romance 
of the moment and forced a late retreat. 


It's been nearly 20 years since I did that, but whenever Mrs. Ironwood 
discusses "the perfect date" with my nieces and daughter, she brings 
that one up without fail as one of her top five. 


I've repeated it several times since -- always an unexpected surprise, 
always well-planned and executed, with contingencies for everything 
from wild animals, sudden showers or wandering law enforcement 
officials well-made. She says it was one of the most Alpha dates she'd 
ever been on, since she had no idea it was going to happen and no 
input into what we did. As such, it was a very, very interesting, 
hopelessly romantic surprise that helped cement in her head the idea 
that she wanted to have my babies. 


So consider trying this one out. It's cheap, it's easy (and we're dudes . 
. . we LOVE "cheap and easy"), it's impressive, it demonstrates 
foresight and sensitivity as well as your ability to plan and execute a 
simple date that doesn't involve tipping or being anywhere at a 
particular time. Consider doubling the picnic with a telescope to look 
at the moon, or schedule it during a meteor shower where you spend 
the evening making wishes on falling stars. 


It doesn't have to be midnight, but the next time you're trapped 
watching Dancing With The Stars with your wife before she yawns 
and goes to bed, remember that you could be dancing under the stars 
-- and getting some nookie au natural -- instead. 


Chapter Thirteen: 


Alpha Move: Hit The Road, Jack! 


There comes a point in every man’s relationship with his woman 
where the comfortable familiarity you feel waking up next to the same 
face every day slowly but inevitably becomes a kind of ennui that can 
lead to all sorts of snappish behavior. That seems counterintuitive: 
you’d think that the more time you spend with your lovely lady, the 
more time you would want to spend with her. But somewhere along 
the way things just get... routine. And if you don’t take care, you 
can find this familiarity breeding contempt or worse, a plethora of 
Shit Tests. 


I’ve been over this particular bump in the relationship road more than 
once, but it took years for me to realize its origin and nature before I 
could formulate an effective treatment. 


My first few years with Mrs. Ironwood were the usual hazy cloud of 
love, infatuation, and novelty sex, so I was appropriately distracted 
from the issue of relationship complacency. But about Year Three, 
after most of a long hot summer cohabitating, going to summer 
classes, and working food service jobs, we started getting into a long, 
petty, nasty little rut where we’d seek to out-submit each other for the 
Blue Pill prize of boredom. 


Things got hairy enough to consider relationship counseling — but we 
were young and broke and uninsured, so we settled for argument and 


introspection instead. Cheaper. 


Finally, the proto-Mrs. Ironwood cornered me after a particularly 
vicious and pointless spat, ostensibly to continue it, when she abruptly 
changed tactics and actually asked me what was wrong. I thought for 
the barest of seconds. 


“T need to miss you more, I guess,” was all I could sheepishly say. 


That took Mrs. I by surprise, but she took it at face value, too. Within 
a few days I had found myself signed on to a road trip with a bunch of 
dudes to another state for the purpose of manly indulgence in 
masculine things like hitting people with sticks, drinking homebrewed 
mead and swearing forsoothly. It wasn’t more than a long weekend, 
but when I returned I attacked the future Mrs. Ironwood with renewed 
vigor and lustfulness. Indeed, I just needed to miss her more. And 
vice versa. 


There’s an old bluegrass tune I enjoy called “How Can I Miss You If 
You Won’t Go Away?” and I like it because it is instructive. As much 
as we love the dear object of affection, the woman who birthed your 
children and pledged her undying love to you before the gods and her 
kin, the woman who would happily take a bullet or cut a bitch on 
your behalf, that woman whose very name makes your heart beat 
faster is also the one who can drive you fucking batshit insane if you 
don’t get out of her sphere of influence and remember where your 
testicles are every now and then. 


As we've lost our grasp on traditional masculinity, thanks to the 
overthrow of the Patriarchy, we've also lost some of the noble 
traditions that kept our revered paternal ancestors from murdering or 
otherwise ending their relationships with our revered maternal 
ancestors. It is a lost truth that every adult man needs to renew the 
well of his masculinity in the company of other men, preferably in the 
completion of some quest, contest, or great feat of arms or skill. In 
other words, Grandad knew that sometimes the best way to deal with 
Grandma was to get the hell out of Dodge for a few days, kick back 
with the guys, and bask in the utter lack of feminine presence. 


That didn’t mean (necessarily) that Grandad was getting some 
homoerotic action on the DL on his hunting trips, it just meant that a 
straight testosterone injection in the form of male fellowship in the 
completion of a common goal is oft the best treatment for your wife’s 
face becoming too familiar to you. 


In ancient times, it was chthonic monsters or evil witches or 
tyrannical kings that needed slaying. In the Middle Ages, dragons, 
grails, crusades and general errantry were preferred. In our 
grandsires’ day it was Theodore Roosevelt-style hunting and fishing 
trips in the rugged wilderness that haunted the masculine 
imagination. But in our present day and age, this important 
masculine ritual is typically fulfilled via the expedient of the great 
American masculine tradition: 


The Road Trip. 


That’s right. Pile in the car with two or more male buddies (strangers 
can work... if you dare . . .), fill up the tank, load up on beef jerky 
and diet soda, and drive to some destination of note for a trip of no 
less than four days’ duration. Yes, four days - any less time and you 
won't be gone long enough for her to miss you. And that's part of the 
point, for her to live a couple of days without you up her butt and to 
the left. 


You see, it’s very easy, especially in a cohabitation or marriage 
situation, for you and your woman to take each other for granted 
when it comes to a lot of the daily chores and minutia of living. Often 
it’s a matter of the female becoming dependent on the male for certain 
chores, and a few days of her being forced to be self-reliant and miss 
you is a good way to remind her just how valuable you are in her life. 
And a few nights with no one snoring next to her is sure to inspire 
some anxious thoughts. Inevitably, those late night what-would-I-do- 
without-him? internal monologues are great ways to make her think 
dreadfully without you actually having to employ Dread. 


Think about it: women have a deep-seated need to communicate, and 
they thrive on being able to give regular updates about their social 
matrix to you on a daily basis. Being deprived of that is kind of like 
suddenly being deprived of the freedom to masturbate, for a dude. 
You start to get backed up. When you keep her from being able to 
give you updated reports, it makes her reflect more powerfully on 
your role in her life. 


(Or your absence provides a perfect opportunity for her to cheat on 
you ...as well as a perfect opportunity for your recently-hired private 
investigator to follow her around and catch her cheating on you, if 
you’re at that stage of the relationship.) 


But the real point of the Road Trip isn’t about your relationship with 
her, although that is the beneficiary. No, the point is about your 
relationship with yourself, and your own sense of masculinity. 


It’s oft been said that Girls Become Women Naturally, But Boys Must 
Be Made Into Men By Other Men, reflecting the importance of male 
mentorship in the maturing process that turns an adolescent male into 
a functioning adult Man. Women enjoy a biological edge to their 
maturity, and apart from the occasional hint about how to get blood 
stains out of an all-white sofa, a woman’s body largely takes care of 
providing her with what she needs to become a full-fledged, 
reproducible adult. 


For dudes, however, that process is far from automatic, and usually a 
culture has developed an entire suite of rituals and customs to usher 
the boys of the tribe into manhood. 


But what is rarely discussed is the importance of being able to 
regularly renew that sense of primal masculinity, either through 
challenge and introspection or through competition and camaraderie 
with your fellow men. Men, as a rule, borrow each others’ masculine 
power the way women borrow each others’ purses. If we don’t have a 
chance to wallow in testosterone with our buds every now and again, 
we get wimpy and start watching Dancing With The Stars even when 
our wives aren't around. 


There are many essential elements to a ball-busting cross country 
hellride: a working vehicle (recommended) at least two fellow men 
around your own age, a pocket full of gas money, and a destination. 
Discussion of all pertinent Manosphere topics are fair game, with no 
lasting blame or recrimination being levied for voicing unusual ideas 
(unless it’s just too good to pass up, like the way Dennis has a thing 
for girls with little boobs), and with the tacit understanding that No 
One Talks About Fight Club. What happens in the car, in other words, 
stays in the car. 


The discretion involved in an all-male roadtrip is one of the 
foundations of the Bro Code. If Steve talks about how he felt up his 
cousin once, then it stays there — you don’t want your buddies’ 
deepest, darkest secrets to become fodder for the Matrix -- that's the 
clinical definition of "the wrong hands". No one likes a gossipy dude, 
and betraying male trust at that level is hard to forgive and forget. 


This includes any lengthy discussion about sex, women, sex with 
women, women with whom we’d like to have sex, and sex with that 
one chick that one time. It also covers any women you see, meet, or 
flirt with. All such discussions are protected. 


Alcohol is often involved in these endeavors, as are drugs of various 
sorts. See: The Hangover. Your Masculine Cone of Silence extends to 
this area. 


NOTE: You should without fail do your best to AVOID 
INCARCERATION when it comes to a Road Trip, as this just eats into 
Fun Time, and has a tendency to turn Beer Money into Bail Money, 
and that’s just not very much fun. (Bright side: you might get the 
opportunity to live out that homoerotic “gang raped in prison” fantasy 
on your bucket list). 


But even the talking and drinking aren’t the important parts of this 
Alpha Move. The important parts revolve around how you, yourself, 
reclaim your masculinity. That starts with distancing yourself from 
your relationship. 


This is hard, particularly if your friends all refer to you and your wife 
by a collective name. But if you cannot establish and protect your 
own individual identity from your wife if you don’t go out and be 
your own man for a change. And if you don’t remind yourself how to 
be your own man... you won’t be. 


The temptation to invite your honey along on your adventure is great, 
but you should resist. Sure, having theoretical access to your favorite 
ladyparts is a great idea, but the whole point of this endeavor is to 
give yourself some perspective and an unmitigated dip in the 
testosterone tank. 


Hell, don't even call her more than once a day, and don't text, either, 
if you can possibly help it. It’s not just whether or not you can 
manage to feed, bathe, and clothe yourself properly without her 
assistance, it’s about how you carry yourself around strangers, how 
you behave when you meet new women, how you act when no one 
around you knows jack shit about you but what you tell them. 


It’s an opportunity for soul-stretching adventure, for testing yourself 
and your limitations, for redefining who you are and what that 
means. It’s about how you have to sometimes rely on unreliable 


people to finish what you started, and how to go about doing that. It’s 
putting yourself in a controlled crisis situation and watching yourself 
react and perform. It's a reminder of those tests-of-manhood you 
endured in your youth . . . and why they were so important then. 
Surprise surprise, they're still pretty important. 


I’m not saying you have to go running with the bulls, diving the rift, 
or run some crazy cross-country rally race — but a road trip with a 
bunch of dudes is a unique and vital way of feeding the masculine 
soul, and one that is incredibly fulfilling, even when the trip just 
sucks. 


And of course, when you do return, don’t screw around with any “So 
how was your trip, honey?” bullshit. 


You walk in the door, you start taking off your clothes and bellowing 
for your woman. If she isn’t utterly happy to see you, and eagerly 
looking forward to the trip to Pound Town you're about to give her... 
. well, maybe she needs a couple more days to miss you more. 


Chapter Fourteen: 


Alpha Move: Break the Television and Play a Game 


It sounds like a no-brainer (doesn't a lot of Red Pill advice?), but the 
fact is that if you and your wife are having a hard time "connecting", 
that part of the problem is probably that you aren't playing with her 
enough. 


Human beings need play the way they need sleep, food, sex and 
shelter. That is, you can go awhile without it, if you have to, but the 
lack of it is eventually telling on your system. Our brains require 
recreation from time to time in the form of carefree, apparently 
pointless enjoyment in a structured activity. 


We know this instinctively as children, but as we go through the rigors 
of puberty and the maturing process, we abandon the concept of 
"play" as childish. We instead begin to cling to the concept of 
"relaxation", and too often conflate the two when they are two very 
different things. 


It's no accident that part of the Paleo diet that is growing in popularity 
is the idea that adults should do one hour of physical play a day. The 
idea is not just to exercise our bodies, but to put the mind at ease with 
physical recreation. It's a serious stress-reducer. 


Some adults feel like they can substitute golf or working out or Zumba 
or basketball or other "grown up" activities for real play, but for far 
too many these recreations end up being sources of stress themselves. 
I've seen men get more worked up over their golf game than missing a 
promotion opportunity. When your "play" starts being more 


aggravation than it's relieving, then you aren't really playing anymore. 


But one other important aspect of play is its social function. When we 
play, we like to play with others, and we end up socially and 
emotionally bonding the other people we play with. We play cards 
with our friends, or videogames, or go bowling, or play Dungeons & 
Dragons, or any number of things with our buds. 


We can enjoy the thrill of competition in a controlled, ultimately 
meaningless setting in a way that replenishes our emotional deficits 
and encourages us to feel more kindly to our fellow man. We like to 
play games, give it our all, and then enjoy the camaraderie that results 
afterwards. 


So... when was the last time you played a game with your wife? 


Seriously, even those adults who are committed to playing are often 
reluctant to engage their spouses, for fear of initiating a conflict 
unnecessarily. But what these folks are missing is that through the 
interaction of play, we engage parts of our spouse's intellect and 
emotions that we're often ignorant of experiencing. Let me give you 
an example. 


Mrs. Ironwood, as you all know, is a brilliant workoholic who is doing 
her damnedest to make the World A Better Place. That means she 
puts in a lot of hours and gets home late sometimes. And a full day of 
emotional investment in your job (while thinking about all of the 
domestic issues you're letting slide) followed by a brief but intense 
family experience when you get home (while you're thinking about all 
of the crap at work you're letting slide) often leave you emotionally 
drained at the end of the day. 


Needless to say, this is not conducive to nookie. 


Mrs. Ironwood's chosen post-work de-stresser is television. She needs 
her "brain candy" fix to help get her mind off of work and into a 
neutral enough place just to sleep, much less have sex. I'm sure many 
of you can relate. And it does help -- to a point. A half-hour of Jon 
Stewart and Stephen Colbert is usually enough, or reruns of Big Bang 
Theory, or maybe even (in the right season) a new episode of Bones 
or Castle or The Mentalist . . . and she falls right asleep afterward. 


Of course that often leaves me at odds, having anticipated nookie all 
day. I'm not a dick about it usually -- if Mrs. Ironwood is wiped out 


from her day, I can certainly understand and let her rest. But when 
those sorts of days start piling up in great consecutive heaps, that 
becomes a problem. 


So a few years ago we got into this rut where she would come home 
from work, tell me about her day, eat dinner with the kids and engage 
with them until bedtime, then a combo of working on her laptop in 
bed and zoning out until she couldn't keep her eyes open any longer, 
then pass out, rinse and repeat. Needless to say, after a while the rut 
seriously cut into my savoir faire, and I began to resent the television. 
Oh, I resented her work, too, but the TV was what was sapping her of 
any emotional energy to engage. No matter what I did to try to 
distract her she clung to her comfort-zone of routine. Six weeks, 
seven weeks, the ennui and lack of attention was starting to bug me. 
And then it started to get me frustrated. When I caught myself 
starting to get bitchy about it, I realized I had to break the cycle. 


So I broke the TV. 


Not really -- I merely removed the HDMI cable connecting it to the 
cable box. But the TV in our bedroom was, for all practical purposes, 
off-line. When she got home that evening and hit the remote control 
and saw the big blue screen, she freaked out. She called me in, asked 
if I had paid the cable bill (yes), and then begged me to figure out 
what was wrong. 


I appeared to give the television a close examination, scratched my 
beard thoughtfully (hey, that's what it's for), and made a couple of 
thinking noises. 

"Yeah, it looks like the HDMI cable is missing. The cable box can't 
send a signal to the TV set." Since Mrs. I's technical expertise is more 
electron-microscope-related, she was utterly at my technical mercy. 


"Well, how the hell did that happen? Where is it?" she demanded, 
testily. 


"Oh, I took it," I assured her. 


She looked confused. She always looks cute when she's confused. It 
doesn't happen often. 


"Why? Was there something wrong with it?" 


"Yes, actually," I assured her. "It was sucking my wife's brain out of 
her head and depriving my penis of comfort and joy. So I removed it 
temporarily to let the condition ease." 


"That's not funny, Ian!" she yelled, irritated. Okay, maybe not 'yelled', 
but her nostrils were flaring. Also cute. 


"It's not," I agreed. "It's tragic. I realized that I was paying the cable 
company to keep me from having sex, and it was starting to piss me 
off. I thought I'd try this little experiment before I had it 
disconnected." 


Now that was going to far, and I could see by the dangerous glint in 
her eyes that I was on thin ice with this little trick. Now, while this 
was technically before my Red Pill days, I was already starting to 
figure some things out. Like if you take a stand with your wife, you'd 
better not back down before she understands your point. 


"Damn it, Ian, fix it right now!" 


"No. I've hidden the cord. It's part of my evil plan. But I will give 
you a chance to get it back..." 


She groaned. "What, after we have sex?" I could tell she wasn't in the 
mood for that, not right then. 


"No," I said with great patience and as much condescension as I could 
muster, "you'll get the cable back when you... . beat me at Scrabble." 
For dramatic effect, I threw the Scrabble game in the middle of the 
bed. We'd gotten it at Christmas from one of our friends, but hadn't 
even taken it out of the box. 


She eyed the box suspiciously. "Scrabble? Really?" 


I shrugged. "If you don't think you can hang I can give you a two- 
letter handicap," I offered, graciously. 


She snorted derisively. "In your dreams, Liberal Arts boy. But fuck 
that: fix my TV!" Despite her desperation, I could tell she was already 
wavering. 


"No. Besides, it's my TV, remember?" Of course she remembers -- I 
bought it without consulting her with some freelance money she didn't 
know about and it sparked a three-day fight. "Tell you what, if you 


want some time to think it over, I'll--" 


"Just get the board out," she growled. "I'm so going to kick your ass 
and then you're never going to pull this kind of shit again." 


"You can dream," I said, graciously, as I pulled out the pristine little 
bag full of letters and offered her first selection. 


She began the game in a surly mood, but after I put on some music, 
made sure the kids were asleep, and fetched us both some cocktails, 
we had an enormously good time. I won, keeping the cord for another 
night, but Mrs. Ironwood freely admitted that she had a really, really 
good time losing at Scrabble. 


(Before you conclude that she threw the game to protect my delicate 
male ego, be assured that Scrabble is one area where both of our egos 
are sufficiently engaged so that we play with the fervor of gladiators 
at bloodsport. I'm a professional writer and a word nerd, she's written 
books on medical terminology and was president of Latin Honor 
Society in high school. When we play Scrabble, it's to the death.) 


What started as a temporary snit soon evolved into a semi-regular 
routine-breaking game that provided both of us with a mental and 
emotional respite from the rest of our lives. We could be competitive 
at Scrabble without fear of alienating each other. We could talk about 
our day, work out some relationship issues, gossip about our friends, 
have a couple of cocktails, and indulge our brains in a complex, detail- 
oriented task that didn't have a damned thing to do with our real 

lives. It was breathtakingly refreshing. 


Husbands and wives just don't play together as much as they should. 
In working separate jobs, playing tag-team to get the kids where they 
need to go, dealing with the inevitable drama of work, friends and 
family, plus the constant pressure of dealing with each other so 
intimately that it starts hurting your relationship with over-familiarity 
and under-appreciation, we lose the simple and precious experience of 
interacting about something trivial and enjoyable. If all of your 
conversations with your spouse revolve around problems, your mind 
is going to naturally going to start associating your spouse with 
problems, not enjoyable interactions. 


It's not about who wins -- the last thing you should do is get hyper- 
competitive and domineering about it. Choose a game you both like, 


that doesn't favor either of you overmuch, and that you don't mind 
losing. In fact, it's good for a man to loose a game every now and 
again. Demonstrating to your wife that you're gracious in defeat is a 
serious DHV. There are plenty of classic games like Yahtzee! and 
Monopoly and plain ol' Gin Rummy you can do with her and have an 
enormously good time. 


Hell, even a game of chess can hold promise. 


Chapter Fifteen: 


Alpha Move: Be Hungry Like The Wolf 


I got three hours of sleep between landing at the airport from a long 
weekend in Las Vegas and getting up to get the kids off to school. 
And yes, I may very well be suffering through the tail end of a 
hangover. It's certainly within the realm of possibility. 


A long weekend in Las Vegas has the potential to be life-changing if 
you do it right, and while that sort of thing didn't happen this 
weekend, I did make several very intriguing field observations about 
Game in the wild, untamed, anything-goes erotic landscape of Las 
Vegas. 


I like Las Vegas, if you can't tell. It's like Disney for adults. While 
they used to call it Sin City, I prefer the more accurate term the "City 
of Id". If you've got a sexual itch to scratch, Las Vegas is like 

a premier buffet. 


But before I expound about my Single Game in Vegas observations, I 
want to cover the Married Game advantages to a weekend away in 
this most decadent of environments. Some couples fear the idea of 
Vegas, too insecure in their relationship to be tempted by the fleshpots 
of Nevada. Me, I just needed a vacation, and Mrs. Ironwood had a 
conference there, so we killed two birds and while she was being all 
noble and saving the world I was getting wasted around the clock and 
spending my kids' inheritance on penny slots and fruity rum drinks. 


This was my third trip to the burgh, and after Mrs. I's conference was 
over and I was able to sober up enough to go and be social with her, 


we decided to blow off the closing session for something a little more 
. . . intimate. 


"Intimate" in this case meant dirty dancing with my wife in front 
of a crowd of drunken strangers. 


Look, everyone wants a hot sex weekend in Vegas, and as you get 
older your expectations for such events go up even as they become 
more infrequent. And there was plenty of sex -- but that wasn't the 
draw for either of us. We already have plenty of sex, thanks to the 
Red Pill. But what is often missing from the lives of middle-aged 
married couples is that sense of excitement and intensity that may 
have faded over the years as you get used to each others' personal 
sexual idiosyncrasies. The stuff that turns into hypergamy and/or 
infidelity if you aren't careful. There is real danger in 

relationship ennui. You just can't count on a regular Date Night to 
keep things spicy and interesting. 


But a drunken weekend in Vegas ... 


We hit the buffet at Harrah's and pigged out, which did both of our 
stomachs good. We were actually planning on heading over to the 
Erotic Museum, which I've planned on attending each of the three 
times I've been in Vegas and never quite making, and this time was no 
different. We were even headed to the taxi stand to splurge on a cab 
there when we walked passed the open-air Carnaval bar at Harrah's 
and decided to stop inside for a smoke and get our bearings. We ended 
up staying there for over six hours. 


The reason was the band. Now, you can find every kind of 
entertainment known to man in Las Vegas, from transvestite lounge 
acts to comedy to acrobatics to a donkey show, if you know where to 
look. The entertainment options are truly limitless. But the mid- 
Sunday-afternoon band at the bar, an 80s tribute band called 

the Nancy Rayguns was free, enthusiastic, and actually quite good. 
Throw in some drink specials, a flair bartender named Flippy, and a 
crowd of middle-aged Gen Xers who actually remember the songs that 
the band played, and you have one hell of a pink-and-teal acid- 
washed party. 


But I had the nascent beginnings of a plan. The point of this exercise 
wasn't merely to be entertained: it was to pay some very public 
attention to my wife in a way she would be reluctant to see if we 
weren't in the land of the 24 hour hooker, surrounded by a sea of 


Asian tourists and drunken old farts. The point was to show her 
that I'm still hungry. 


Like the wolf. 


I think that's a trap too many Blue Pill dudes fall into: once they are 
safely in a relationship, they forget the need to publicly express 
their desire for their woman. Mrs. Ironwood and I went into that 
bar as a middle-aged husband and wife, and while that didn't change 
ostensibly, in actuality it was far more like a boyfriend taking out his 
girlfriend to a show than a husband and wife enjoying a quiet 
afternoon of entertainment. 


Simply put, the moment I heard the first rockabilly strains of "Goody 
Two-Shoes", it was like it was 1987 all over again. Sure, there was an 
element of nostalgia for my lost youth -- but it was far more a 
reminder of how far I've come in my life. In 1987 I was overweight, 
underconfident, and mired in Blue Pill ideology that saw me get my 
heart handed to me by a series of women. Hearing that band brought 
me back to my youth, sure. Only this time I knew what the hell I was 
doing when it came to girls. And I had conveniently packed my own. 


So it was SHOWTIME for Ian. 


Back when all of these songs came out, I had been stunted by 
insecurity and brow-beaten by the Blue Pill: it made me either a sullen 
wallflower or an over-the-top spaz when it came to girls. It was the 
Age of AIDS and date rape seminars, the height of the cultural purge 
of masculinity the feminists waged throughout the Age of Teal. I had 
been awkward, ugly, low-value, and sullenly embittered by the 
unfairness of it all and the hopelessness going forward. You know, 
Teen Stuff. 


Now....notso much. It took that nostalgic, painful flash of teenage 
angst associated with that music to make me appreciate just how far I 
have come. The dude I was would never have dared to nuzzle a 
chick's neck in a public place without three pieces of signed and 
notarized documentation stating in advance that said neck-nuzzling 
was an acceptable and mutually consensual act agreed upon before 
hand that in no way obligated either party to any further activity not 
covered herein. 


But now, I brazenly nibbled and more or less felt her up in an 
affectionate-and-socially-acceptable way in front of a crowd of 


drunken strangers. I knew now what all of her Indicators of Interest 
were, and how I could arouse them through a combination of brazen 
cockiness and bold Alpha displays, especially in the social context of 
fellow adults engaged in similar pursuits. 


I knew that the ragged strains of Joan Jett and the smooth crooning of 
Boy George, not to mention the naked , raw sexuality of Oates (sorry, 
Hall not so much) triggered a similar sexual nostalgia for her, taking 
her back to when sex revolved around cute boys and marrying 
someone rich and famous, not the titanic interpersonal struggle it 
evolved into as we matured. I knew, without a shred of doubt or a 
hint of insecurity that I looked good, I was out with my chick, I could 
exhibit my social prowess through a series of increasingly-humorous 
and sexy displays, and, with a degree of certainty usually reserved for 
a cash transaction, that Ian would be getting lucky in Vegas that night. 


The band played "Lets Get Physical" and I cavorted around Mrs. 
Ironwood's chair like a drunken teen, up to and including borderline 
obscene pelvic thrusts. Then we had another drink and the time of 
our lives. A drink later, I hit the jackpot. They played Duran Duran's 
Hungry Like A Wolf. 


Now, while I really didn't know Mrs. Ironwood back in the 1980s, I've 
picked up enough about her personal history to know which songs and 
performers elicit specific memories. And I know for a fact that there 
has always been a certain damp spot in her panties for Duran Duran. 
Something to do with a middle school crush, perhaps, I'm not sure of 
the details but based on memorabilia and previous response, Duran 
Duran -- Simon Le Bon, Nick Rhodes, John Taylor, Andy Taylor and 
Roger Taylor -- just does something to Mrs. I. Live Duran Duran, after 
three rounds of fruity rum drinks and a free pour-in-your-mouth shot 
courtesy of Flippy the flair bartender, and I could only imagine what 
was going on in her libido. And I knew just how to turn it up. 


All the way to 11. 
(It's like everyone else just goes to 10, but ...) 


When Hungry Like The Wolf came on, I got up in front of everyone 
and started dancing with the two drunk chicks who were celebrating 
their 40th birthday and reliving their own nostalgic moments on the 
dance floor. Mrs. Ironwood giggled girlishly as I paid them some nasty 
(but tasteful) attention, and got some solid preselection points in 
return. Then I went back to the table, grabbed her by the hand, and 


led her out on the dance floor. 


Now, Mrs. I, as a rule, doesn't dance. She's still recovering from 
breaking her heel and other foot injuries, so the entire trip revolved 
on her walking as little as possible. But three drinks drunk, with 

her husband boyfriend insisting that he wanted her -- her and only her 
-- so much, so publicly, that he was willing to risk looking utterly 
ridiculous in an effort to impress her with his manly strutting. But I 
owed it to her. 


No one puts Baby in a corner. 


So strut I did. I pulled every 80s dance move but the Robot (even I 
have some pride) my tired old body could manage. I put on my my 
my my my boogie shoes. There was moonwalkinginvolved. There was 
more funky pelvic thrusting . . . and drop-to-your-knees grinding in 
amost indecent fashion, my face making scenic detours through her 
cleavage on both legs of the round trip. There was gyrating and spins. 
There was Footloose-style white people dancing. I even attempted a 
half-split that didn't end too badly. 


I dragged Mrs. I out of her safe chair near the stage and into and out 
of my contortions on the dance floor, never loosing eye-contact, never 
letting my full intention waver from her andher alone. There was 
macho struttery and arrogant posturing. There was lurid movements 
and gratuitous crotch-grabbing. I was on like Donkey Kong, putting 
it out there, working hard for the money. 


And Mrs. Ironwood ate it up like Pop-Rocks. 


That's when I went to 11. I popped my collar. 
Like The Outsiders. For real. And I meant it. 


You could almost hear the gush, and not just from her. The horny 
birthday girls (with mommy bobs -- sorry ladies, thank you for 
playing) were visibly envious. The crowd, already watching my 
antics, went wild. The band called it to everyone's attention. Flippy 
flipped out. I'm not great-looking, but comparatively speaking I was 
on the high side of the Sex Rank at that club, and I knew it. I was one 
of only a handful of guys dancing, and by far the most flamboyant and 
arguably the most enthusiastic. I worked it. Dance-wise, I 

was AMOG. 


Me. Nerd Boy. Damn. 


In 1987 I never would have considered being that, in any venue. In 
1987 every glance at a woman was plagued with Betacized doubt and 
cowering fear. Dance in public? With women? With a girlfriend? Not 
me, man. I'm not that dude. I'm the nerd, over in the corner. 


Now I'm the nerd at the center of attention. I'm the nerd boldly 
going where I never would have dreamt I'd go. I was a nerd with 
Game, and that made me mighty. 


It also made Mrs. I terribly, terribly enchanted with my display. For 
one brief shining moment, the kids, the house, the jobs, the career 
track, the money issues and all the responsibilities were gone, and it 
was just me showing my chick how badly I wanted her in front of the 
whole world, without pause or reservation (or, apparently, any sense of 
propriety). 


Just me demonstrating how badly I wanted to do wicked things to her 
body and delight her soul. How I was hungry like the alpha wolf I 
was. The Red Pill kicked into Extended Release, and I commenced to 
do nasty things to her leg while I nibbled on her ear while the crowd 
cheered us on. We concluded the song with a heartfelt public kiss with 
tongue and my hand on her ass and everything, and we got a round of 
drunken applause from the crowd that I'd never have imagined I'd be 
getting back when leg warmers walked the earth.. 


Thanks to a timely royalty check, we'd been able to do Vegas without 
looking at our bank balance for once. Which meant 

I hemorrhaged money over four days. I haven't even figured out 
how extravagant I was yet, because I'm afraid to total up the receipts. 


But honestly, I don't care how much it cost, or how much energy I devoted 
to making the trip happen, dirty dancing with your wife girlfriend in a 
crowd of drunken strangers and making every woman there envy her 
your devotion and attention, that, Gentlemen, made it worth every 
fucking penny. It was pure, primal Game. It slashed through years of 
accumulated bullshit and brought us back to the primal boy-meets-girl 
that got the whole thing started. It was Game made manifest. 


It's all right there in the 16 Commandments, Number 2 (Make Her 
Jealous), Number 6 (Keep Her Guessing -- no one expects a popped 
collar... until it's too late), Number 9 (Connect With Her Emotions), 
Number 11 (Be Irrationally Self-Confident -- I told you I went to 11), 
Number 12 (Maximize Your Strengths - goofiness and gratuitous 


displays of ego, check!) . . . and especially Number 13. 


Ah, Number 13. Always Err On The Side Of Too Much Boldness, 
Not Too Little. 


Too often we married dudes forget that. There's a timidity that can 
arise from long acquaintance, a mix of boredom and familiarity that 
needs to be regularly washed away like a bad stain on your Members 
Only jacket. Blue Pill dudes don't get it at all -- it might as well still 
be 1987. 


But as far as Married Game goes, this is a tricky but essential way of 
keeping your woman's interest high. You must be bold. You must 
find some way to reach beyond the mundanities of middle-age and 
grasp the essential testosterone-poisoned, horny-enough-to-screw-a- 
goat teenage libido and all the reckless abandon it represents .. . 
without doing something stupid like cheating on her. 


You Must Boldly Go, if you want her loins to ache for you. Show 
her, in public if need be. Fuck propriety. Fuck mature wisdom. Fuck 
middle age reserve. (And while you're at it, remember Number 14). 
Show her that you're still the same horny, groping teen you were back 
in the day. Show her how she makes you throb, and do it 
unashamedly, without reservation. That she's sweeter than wine. 


Bust a move on her behalf. Show her that you have that wolfy hunger 
that made you do awkwardly stupid things in your adolescence... 
but now you have the wit and wisdom to boldly display every nasty 
shred of Alpha in your aging body. Show her that you're the MAN, 
and that she's damn lucky to have found you, and damn special for 

being the center of your personal universe. 


And if you do it right, you'll never have to worry about Number 16. 
Because you've got Game, son. That's the key. Game. Understanding 
the complex interplay of heterosexual dynamics that leads to high- 
quality interpersonal and physical encounters with an ever-increasing 
level of satisfaction, and being able to play those emotional notes like 
a Moog synthesizer until she's practically begging to do 
simply nasty things to you once you get back to the hotel room. Like a 
virgin . . . only not so much Madonna as whore. 


The rest of the evening was eventful, but I'm going to stop the 
narrative here. We made it back to the hotel after a few adventures -- 
Vegas is a hell of a town. Once we recovered sufficiently, and we 


were far from prying eyes (they're watching you), I continued a 
display utilizing good old Number 14. I don't need to relate the 
details here, for dramatic reasons. Use your imagination. 


Let's just say... I was hungry like the wolf. And there are other 
things I've gotten much, much better at since 1987. 


Chapter Sixteen: 


Alpha Move: Dress Like The Captain 


Among my favorite Yule gifts this year was this magnificent coat. 


It’s a replica of Captain Jack Harkness’ coat from the Doctor Who 
spin-off, Torchwood. Captain Jack is a 51st century bisexual 
(omnisexual) immortal stud who will happily bang anything that 
moves. Male, female, transgender, alien, inanimate, you name it. He 
also has a delicious sense of style. For those of you looking to up your 
visual Alpha presentation without resorting to plaid flannel hunting 
shirts or teardrop prison tattoos, allow me to recommend considering . 
. . The Captain’s Coat: 


The classic gray looks good on anyone. The shoulders broaden you, 
the length makes you look taller. It’s a rayon/polyester blend that 
looks like wool (still Dry Clean Only, but so worth it). The classic 
1940s styling (it’s modeled after a WWIl-era RAF officer’s coat) 
screams unapologetic masculinity while at the same time providing an 
imposing fashion statement. 


You feel like The Captain when you’re wearing this. 


This isn’t a sporty little jacket... this is a Man's Coat, double 
breasted, serious, adult, and dripping with teh Sexy. Spacious outer 
and inner pockets provide a haven for your valuables, gadgets, and 
weaponry, while the shoulder epaulettes give you an air of authority 
and command presence. 


And people look at you. A ten-minute trip around the grocery store 
on Christmas Eve made me the object of female attention, and I could 
have gotten laid at least twice if Pd had time, inclination, or freedom 
to do so. Mrs. Ironwood can’t keep her hands off me. Ican barely 
keep my hands off myself. 


Pair it with a gray or black scarf and gloves, or add a dashing grey 
fedora (wide-brimmed, high crowned) to complete the look. My kids 
look at me with new respect. People are more polite to me. It makes 
me act more Alpha when I wear it, because people treat me more 
Alpha. When you say something wearing this coat, you expect people 
to listen to you. 


But damn, it’s sexy. If you’re looking for a quick, fairly inexpensive 
way to up your Alpha presentation, this is worth six months of 
manicures or three weeks of gym time. You can’t help feeling dashing 
in this coat. 


It’s a +1 Sex Rank on a hanger. 


Just a suggestion — but for the full effect, skip the geeky t-shirt and go 
for a button-down shirt, no tie, and suspenders. 


And the sunglasses. Don’t forget the sunglasses. 


Chapter Seventeen: 


The Perfect Red Pill Date: An Alpha Move In 
Eight Parts 


The Perfect Red Pill Date: Introduction and Preparation 


Pd been taking the Red Pill for a while, successfully Gaming my wife 
for over two months to spectacular success. But it was time to start 
challenging myself. So I decided to test myself: did Ihave what it 
takes to plan and execute a maneuver designed to up my SR 
(relative to my wife) dramatically? Was I ready to pull out the Big 
Date? 


That question was answered for me when I quite unexpectedly got 
some money I hadn’t counted on. 


The life of a freelance writer is exciting, which means scary, which 
means poverty stricken. That’s why I appreciate my day job so much, 
because then freelancing isn’t how I pay the rent, it’s how I pay for the 
luxuries and extras after the bills are paid. 


One of the vagaries of the profession is how long it can take you to get 
paid for a job. I had just got some cash for one I did almost two years 
before — so long, ld forgotten Pd done it and was supposed to get 
paid. (Darn that short-term memory loss . . .) It wasn't an extravagant 
amount, but with our bills thankfully paid for once and no pressing 
need elsewhere, I had some capital to work with for a change. 


So just how could I plan, plot, prepare and execute the Perfect Date 


with my wife without fumbling? That was the question I decided to 
answer. After all, Pve been running Game for a couple of months, 
she’s responded admirably, and our relationship has never been better 
- why push it? 


Well, I wouldn't be Ian Ironwood if I didn’t push it. 


No good experiment is valid unless you know up front what a positive 
conclusion will look like. In this case, I was looking for five results: 


1) Increase just how attractive I was to my wife by increasing my 
sex rank to nearly overwhelming levels 


2) Do so with a powerful series of Alpha moves softened with Beta 
sophistications to keep things fun. 


3) Have an incredibly good time myself 


4) Ensure she not only had a good time, but is so surprised and 
delighted by the wonderment I cause that she can’t shut up about how 
romantic I am. 


5) Get laid commiserate to the level of difficulty and resources 
consumed. 


And of course all of this is designed to strengthen our bond, our 
relationship, our marriage, all that good stuff. 


As experiments go, it was a worthy one. And since I feel I have a duty 
to the Manosphere to share whatever successes and failures I have on 
the Red Pill path, I’m going to give you the play-by-play of the whole 
thing. Learn from my mistakes, learn from what I did right. And feel 
free to take credit for the latter your own self if you end up using my 
stuff - I don’t mind. 


PART I: PLANNING AND DATE PREP 

This is the fun part: just what do you want to treat your woman 
to? What will entertain her and delight her and make her think of 
you in tingly terms? 


In my case, I recently got my teeth fixed, and I can finally eat steak 


which we’d avoided for over a year since my dental problems arose. 
So for the dinner, I chose the finest steak house in the metro region — 
you know, the family owned one that’s been there for three 
generations and it’s almost impossible to get a reservation? 


I called in a favor and got a reservation. Luckily, after a decade or so 
in wholesale food service I still know plenty of people in the 
restaurant business. It was a late one — 9:30 - but that actually 
worked to my favor. Still, that reservation determined the course of 
the rest of the evening. We had to be at the restaurant at 9:30 or give 
up our spot. 


From there the rest got tricky. A quick search of the local music sites 
showed that all the cool stuff that was playing in town in terms of live 
music would all be starting at 9:00 — which would conflict with 
dinner. So live music was out. 


While there was a Broadway show at the local performing arts center, 
tickets were sold out and my connections couldn’t help. No show. 


The movies that weekend sucked. No movies. 


I was rapidly running out of conventional “things for married people 
to do on a Saturday night” fare — but that simply inspired me. I didn’t 
want just “dinner and a movie” - that wouldn't inspire the kind of 
reaction I was looking for. So I got creative. 


An hour later, my creativity having failed me, I asked my 18 year old 
niece (lined up for babysitting for the occasion and sworn to secrecy) 
what she thought of as a perfect date. She thought for all of five 
picoseconds, and then said “Shopping!” 


Oh, dear Goddess... 


And apparently the Goddess heard my prayer and sent me inspiration. 
I figured out how to incorporate shopping into our date without a) me 
waiting in silent frustration while she tried on a bunch of stuff she 
knew she wouldn’t like and b) holding a purse and rendering an 
opinion. I liked the idea so much that I built the rest of the date 
around it. 


But first, I had to set things up. The thing about a Big Date is that 
God(dess) is in the details . . . and those details imply a lot of leg 
work. 


I stashed my suit in a garment bag in the back of my car. I cleaned 
out my car and gassed it up. Got a haircut. I ensured the Niece was 
on call to babysit. I knew that Mrs. Ironwood had a Girl Scout thing 
that morning, then a Cub Scout thing that afternoon, but her schedule 
was open for the evening (she had penciled in a nap). 


I also knew that Preselection is a powerful tool that I rarely employ in 
my Game, at least not directly. If I really wanted maximum impact 
for this date - and I wanted it to feel like an Atom Bomb of 
romantic lust - then using some unfamiliar elements would not 
only be more of a challenge, it had the possibility of amping up 
the rewards significantly. 


So first things first: when my wife returned from Girl Scouts that 
afternoon, and prepared to take the boys to Cubs, I began my run. It 
was time to attract the attention of another woman, and use it to 
make my wife jealous. 


I took my 10 year-old daughter to go see her first Roller Derby bout. 


Because if you really want to make your wife feel jealous, the safest 
way to do so is to take your daughter out, just the two of you. 


Chapter Eighteen: 


The Perfect Red Pill Date Phase I: Preselection 


Preselection, as most Red Pill dudes and Married Game aficionados 
know, is the tendency to find someone more attractive based on 
the fact that a third party finds them desirable. 


I don't wear a wedding ring, for instance, because it makes me more 
attractive to single women because they figure SOMEONE thought I 
was worth a damn. 


Similarly, when a man or woman wants to elicit a strong and 
passionate response in their partner, a little flirting with a member of 
the opposite sex in front of their SO -- or even overhearing a member 
of the opposite sex say flattering things about your spouse -- is often 
sufficient to inspire a passionate reaction. Preselection is a power-up 
for your sex rank. 


True Story: At a sci-fi event where I was promoting a book, Mrs. 
Ironwood chanced to be in the bathroom at the same time as two of 
my younger, prettier fans (I have old and ugly fans, too, BTW, I don’t 
discriminate). They had just met me, and I had been my usual 
charming self and flirted to the very boundaries of good taste -- Mrs. I 
wasn't around, no harm done. 


But when she overheard them talking about how hot I was (!) and 
wondering to each other if I was single, and mentioned the lack of a 
ring, I suddenly had my usually only-casually-interested wife glued to 
my side for the rest of the evening. 


And minstrels will one day write epics about the humpage that 
evening. 


But I digress. My plan was to incite a Preselection buff through the 
simple and safe expedient of a date with my 10 year old 
daughter. She's had a recent birthday, and I have been promising her 
a Daddy-Daughter date for a while. 


The day before my date I had found out that the season opener for our 
local Roller Derby league was that afternoon, and I had grabbed 
tickets. I surprised her with them that morning, and told her after she 
got back from Girl Scouts we would be on our way. 


Mrs. Ironwood, of course, always loves to see me spend time with the 
kids (SR+1). But she had spent all morning with a hundred 
screaming Girl Scouts, and had to take the boys to Cub Scouts now. 


"Aren't you going to finish--" she began, as we waited in the driveway 
for the boys to emerge in uniform -- never a short process. 


"Done," I answered simply, referring to any number of chores on my 
weekly list. 


"Do you think it would be more fun for all of us to go?" she asked, 
expectantly. 


"Yes ... but we aren't all going. This is about me and her." I was 
Firm. Good Alpha stance, tone said my mind is made up and this is how 
it's going to be. 


Nostrils flare. "I spend all day with Girl Scouts and SHE gets a date?" 
the Missus asks with a snort. "When do I get a date?" 


I shrugged nonchalantly. "I'll see what I can do. Consult your 
schedule. Maybe if you play your cards right. Besides, you and the 
boys have an activity. This is our special time." 


"Well, you and l'il Elektra have a blast!" she said, sarcastically, sticking 
her tongue out at my daughter. She gave me a few more nostril flares 
for good measure and opened the hatch for the boys. She looked me 
up and down -- I was looking GOOD. Black jeans, black sweater, 
black wool coat, black fedora, long black scarf. Just had my hair cut 
and my beard trimmed. Shoes were shined. I smelled good. Real 
good. She noticed. 


"It's just not fair!" she grumbled one last time before giving me a peck, 
her daughter a jealous glance, and pulled away. 


Preselection buff activated. Relative SR+2. 


Daughter and I had a blast by ourselves -- I let her sit in the front seat 
in flagrant violation of matronly directive, I bought her a MASSIVE 
bag of blue cotton candy, I asked her about school and boys and 
Scouts and other Daddy-Daughter bonding stuff. She was eating up 
the attention. And yes, she had TOTALLY caught how jealous Mommy 
was, and that was the coolest thing in the world. 


Basically, taking a page from Athol Kay’s illustrious book (actually, his 
blog) I ran light Game on her through the ticketing and concession 
process. She was on perfect behavior as we learned the intricacies of 
racing around a cement floor on wheels as an acceptable outlet for 
feminine aggression. Daughter was enchanted. We went through the 
program and studied the rules and the players. By the end of the 
second bout, we kinda knew what we were talking about. 


Meanwhile, I had to fend off the advances of several women. 


I'm a decent looking guy in my 40s in nice clothes, no wedding ring, 
taking my daughter to a fun girl outing. I heard "Oh, is it your 
weekend?" at least five times. Older women, younger women, me 
sitting there with my arm around my little girl, looking all paternal, I 
felt like a freshly grilled prime steak at a Weight Watchers meeting. 


Interesting side note: Gentlemen, for a target-rich environment of 
women of all sorts -- but with PLENTY of the young-and-cute variety -- 
I cannot recommend Roller Derby bouts strongly enough. Once you 
peel back the thick protective layer of lesbians, what remains is no 
less than fertile territory. They serve beer, there are literally thousands 
of opportunities for approach, it’s a low-shield environment, and after 
a couple of active bouts most of these women had their blood up and 
would have humped any convenient leg. 


Just thought I'd put that out there. That is all. 


Bought Daughter a highly-coveted T-shirt, got some free promotional 
stickers, took some pictures, saw some gruesome pictures of the 
various injuries sustained just last season (!), talked Daughter out of 
an expensive pair of skates by pointing out her feet were still growing. 


But she was enchanted. Girls hitting other girls. Girls on skates hitting 
other girls... to the roar of the crowd. Now, I call my daughter 
(half-mockingly) "Princess" sometimes, but the fact is that she's more 
the Xena type than the Cinderella type of princess, despite her pretty 
looks. My girl can take a hit. She's got feet that would make a 
ballerina faint -- the Ironwood tootsies have been huge for 
generations. But she'd make an outstanding Roller Derby girl... in 
eight years. When she has her own insurance. 


But she did pick out her Roller Derby stage name: Kitty Katfight. 
That's hers, now. She called dibs. Don't cross her, either. 


We had a great time coming back, covered in cotton candy, the sun 
fading towards the horizon, Mommy and the boys already home from 
their field trip. 

My rank towards Daughter went up significantly, and then even more 
when I revealed the plan of The Big Date. I gave her all the details. 
She thought they were impressive and said so. She offered a few 
suggestions. I took one, dismissed the rest, thanked her for her help. 
I got a "Best Daddy EVER!" for my troubles. 


On the way home, I texted my wife: 


YOU HAVE 45 MINUTES TO SHOWER AND MAKE UP YOUR FACE. 


Chapter Nineteen: 


The Perfect Red Pill Date Phase Two: Extraction 
Within moments of sending the text, I got a call. 


"What do you mean, put on makeup? Niece just showed up and told 
me to jump in the shower! Where are we going?" she demanded. 
Stress, a trace of exhaustion, irritation . . . she's a little put-off by the 
sudden developments, and she doesn't hesitate to tell me. "You know I 
don't like surprises!" she lies. I can tell by her voice that behind the 
anxiety there's excitement. 


The old Blue Pill me would have started backing down and 
equivocating about that time. Your wife is stressed: your first instinct 
is to kiss her ass. The Red Pill demands more discipline and more 
backbone. 


"We'll discuss it when I get home," I said, simply. 


"Well, what should I wear?" she nearly demands. As per usual, when 
faced with a potential crisis a woman's first refuge is her wardrobe. 


"Those shoes you've been wearing to work will do. They're 
comfortable enough, aren't they?" 


"For what? Rock climbing? Or a movie?" 
"The night is young," I say, mysteriously. "No telling where we might 


end up." That pisses her off just right. In point of fact, I know precisely 
where we'll end up. I have a plan. Dudes, if you propose a date, 


always have a plan. 
"Well, what about my clothes? What should I wear?" she repeated. 


"I don't care. I wouldn't recommend absolute nudity, but beyond that 
I'm pretty open." 


"That is absolutely no help!" she accused. She paused. "What about . . 
. underwear?" 


"I trust your judgment." She hates it when I say that. 


"lan, I need some direction!" she nearly pleads. I chuckle. Further 
confirmation of the efficacy of the Red Pill is not needed. She just 
summed up our relationship dynamic in a nutshell. Of course, she 
couldn't let me exercise that kind of power without trying to rein me 
in. "You know, you're being kinda a dick about this." 


"We're going on a date," I finally admitted. "That's all you get for 
now. I'll see you in about half an hour. We'll leave fifteen minutes 
after that." 


"What about the kids?" she asks, forgetting that the Niece is there. 


"We won't be bringing them. They've had their fun for the day. Their 
pizza will show up at 7:30. I've already laid out their meds. Niece 
has been fully empowered to administer beatings on an as-needed 
basis," I promised. "Get your ass ready. Love you." 


"I think I love you too!" she said, annoyed, and hung up. 


"What did she say?" Daughter demands, impishly. "Was she 
surprised?" 


"Yes, she was surprised. And she said pretty much exactly what I 
expected her to." 


"She's gonna love it!" she beams, with a trace of jealousy. It's 
mitigated by the fact that I've confided in her, and not her two 
brothers, about the Big Date. They couldn't keep a secret from their 
mother if their lives depended on it. She, on the other hand, had no 
compunctions about being sneaky about the other woman in my life. 
Estrogen isn’t so bad, if you can play it off against itself. 


We finish running a few preparatory errands before we get home. 
Mrs. Ironwood has, at this point, changed four times, the Niece reveals 
to me in a private moment. I find her in the bathroom working on 
outfit #4 -- something casual, jeans and a sweater. She looks nice, 
MILFalicious, even, and she's "beaten her face" into submission as 
well. It's not Wedding Makeup, but it's Dinner With The Vice 
President Makeup. Perfect. 


"Are we going to be having our picture taken?" she demands, nostrils 
flaring. 


"That is one possibility," I concede. 


I suddenly realize that I could have had us actually sit for a portrait at 
some point in the evening, a special Husband/Wife photo. I file it 
away for future reference. That's a High Beta move, but planning and 
executing it yourself would be a High Alpha move. In most cases, it is 
the wife that arranges and organizes documentary portraits. Knocking 
that responsibility off of her plate would be a huge SR buff. 


"All right, I've had enough of this mysterious shit!" she says, whirling 
on her heel to face me, hairbrush held only inches under my nose and 
quivering dangerously. Her nostrils are at about Level 3, now. But 
she's biting her lip. Upset and excited. Just where I want her. "I've 
dealt with Girl Scouts all morning and Cub Scouts all afternoon on my 
Saturday, and I'm exhausted! I wanted to come home, crawl into bed, 
and pass out -- I was out in Nature today, building bird houses!" she 
complains. 


She's not a fan of Nature, being highly allergic to it. She takes drugs 
for it which allow her to function, but she and Nature have feuded all 
her life, and she actively resented being confronted with it. "Where 
the hell are we going?" she demands. Borderline emotional explosion. 
Proto Shit Test. 


How I handle this will determine the outcome of our evening. 


I don't shift my gaze. I count to five in my head to let the silence fill 
the air. Too many men rush into a response to a challenge like that, 
assuming that if they don't speak quickly, then their wife will thing 
she's caught him flatfooted. This is different. This is me preparing to 
Order the evening. 


The power to Order -- that is, to set initial conditions and ultimate 


expectations, as well as proscribe the method and manner in which an 
action or event takes place -- is one of the fundamental Masculine 
powers. 


I do not mean "order" in the sense of "to order (someone to do 
something)". I mean it in the sense of "establishing order". It's not an 
accident that the Captain of a ship's directives are called "orders" -- 
they "order" the ship. 


One of the things about taking the Red Pill is that you have to accept 
-- nay, embrace -- that power, and when you recognize an opportunity 
to exercise it, you must do so decisively. Which is why I waited. I 
wanted just enough silence to let her know that what I was about to 
say was Important, and this little pause was a bit of showmanship to 
add credence and authority to my Order. 


"Babe, you can go crawl into bed right now and I'll make sure you 
aren't disturbed until morning. Or you can get your ass in the car in 
the next ten minutes and go with me. But make up your mind and 
embrace your choice, because either way I don't want to hear any 
complaining about the evening, regardless of which one you decide 
upon. Your choice." That was it. 


She could indulge her own body's need for rest (she was just finishing 
up antibiotics for her cold) or she could indulge her soul's need for 
diversion and entertainment. Three weeks out of the month it could 
have gone either way. This week she was ovulating, and I think that 
made a big difference. 


She closed her mouth. She bit her lip. She let out a big sigh, and 
seemed to resign herself. "I'll be ready," she promised, tossing her hair 
unconsciously. I gave her a kiss on the cheek and a pat on the ass 
before I went to get ready myself. 


Shit test passed. Mission accomplished. She had been presented with 
two -- and only two -- clear alternative endings for the evening. One 
she was certain of. One she was utterly uncertain of. There were no 
details to discuss, no alternate suggestions, no other considerations . . . 
because she didn't have enough information, on purpose, to make 
them. 


She had to either go to bed (alone) or she had to trust me and my 
ability to Order and Lead. One thing or the other. And once she was 
presented with those two, due to my manifestation of Order, she was 


able to select her choice and be content with it, for the moment. 


That’s called Controlling the Frame. It’s even more vital in Married 
Game than it is in Single Game. 


Yes, there was still mystery implicit in the evening (she didn't know 
where the hell she was going) but there was also Confidence in my 
ability to steer us, predicated entirely on the firm, decisive way in 
which I Ordered her evening. Confidence is sexy. So... 


Activate Confidence In Leadership Buff: SR +1 
"I still don't like surprises," she muttered as she finished her hair. 


"Yes you do," I countered, cheerfully, and went to Order the kids 
around in preparation for the evening. 


Then I got ready: modest amount of cologne, brush through my hair, 
toss the fedora, keep the scarf, nothing impressive. I had "impressive" 
in a gym bag in the back of my car. 


For all she knew, we were going to the mall for a Married People 
Budget Date Night. We do that probably more than most couples with 
kids, but it had been a while. She seemed to accept that's where we 
were going, relaxed into the idea of cheap pizza and beer on a 
Saturday night, and accepted it. 


In fact, she looked a little smug as she kissed the kids good-bye and 
unnecessarily instructed Niece about bedtime procedure. 


I interrupted. "It's been handled," I assure her. "Get in the car. We're 
going to be late." Calm, sure tones, kept low on purpose. Inspires 
confidence. Inspires obedience. 


"Late for what?" she asks, confused. How could we be late for beer-and- 
pizza? she's thinking. 


"If we don't hurry, you'll never find out," I say, simply, and head for 
the car. I don’t look back to see if she’s behind me, but she follows. 
She's back to "confused and irritated" again, but she accepted my 
leadership. I'm not about to let her question it now. 


We get into the car, buckle up, and the first question comes, as 
casually as a slow ball over the plate. "So... are we going out to 


eat?" 

"There is food in your future," I promised. 

"When?" 

"About dinner time," I answer, unhelpfully. 

"So where are we going now? A bar?" 

"Nope." 

"A restaurant?" 

"Not at the moment." 

"A concert?" 

"No." 

Silence. I can almost hear the wheels turning. Of course, they're so 
focused on the evening's itinerary that she isn't paying attention to 


other details. I'm kind of counting on that. I head towards the mall. 


"Oh!" she says, as if it's dawning on her. "We're going to the Mall!" 
Well, yeah. 


"For a little while," I concede. She thinks we're going to wander 
around, look at kids' clothes, sneer good-naturedly at the teenagers 
trying to look cool, before hitting Ruby Tuesday's on the way out. 
"Good, Daughter needs new shoes." 


"We're not buying kids' shoes." I say it as flatly as I can. 


"Then what are we doing?" she asks, irritated. We're close enough, 
now. I figured I might as well tell her now. 


"We're going shopping. For you." 


Chapter Twenty: 


The Perfect Red Pill Date Phase Three: Shopping 


"Shopping?" she asks, expressing shock and disbelief. She knows I hate 
shopping. "Are you out of your fucking mind? It's Saturday night and 
you're taking me shopping?" 


"Yep," I assure her. She looks at me like I'm crazy. 
"Do we really have that in the budget?" she asks, hesitantly. 


I handle the bills. She knows that, and she knows that with three kids 
and a drive-by niece we have a lot of expenses. She also knows that I 
won't spend on frivolities when there are expenses to pay. And she 
doesn't know about my little freelance windfall. 


"It's handled," I say, simply and confidently. "We're going shopping. 
For you." 


"Oh," is all she can say after a few uneasy minutes. "I guess that's 
okay, then." 


"I'm so glad you approve," I say with just a hint of snark as we pull 
into the parking lot. She's looking smug. Like she's got it all figured 
out: Mall, clothes, Ruby's, home by nine. It was seven-thirty now. 
What could possibly happen at the Mall? 


By the time we get to the mall, her mood has softened. She’s accepted 
the fact that it’s going to be a fun, romantic night, and the unknown 
element is undeniably exciting. I don’t bother opening the door for 
her — we're still in “casual married people mode” but we do hold 
hands as we walk inside. 


I lead her directly to the door of her favorite store. I’ve done enough 
research to know which one in the mall was most likely to be able to 
have everything she needed. She pulls me excitedly inside and starts 
to head for the clearance rack. She worked several retail jobs in 
college and she always goes for the bargains first. 


I didn’t budge, and when she tried to lead me away by the hand she 
came up short like a dog that’s run out of leash. She looked at me, 
confused. I dropped her hand and fished out my wallet. 


“Here,” I said, handing over the card linked to my freelance account. 
“Tm not going in with you.” 


“Wha—?” Her mouth is open. Pricelessly adorable. 


“You have exactly—” glance at watch “exactly ninety-four minutes to 
find and purchase attire suitable for going out to a five-star 
restaurant.” 


“Huh?” she replied, eloquently. Our conversation has attracted the 
attention of both of the store’s sales clerks, who wander close enough 
to overhear. 


“Ninety minutes. Five star restaurant. And I want you to look hot.” 
“But... but... where are we going?” she pleads. 

“It doesn’t matter if we’re going to McDonalds in the food court,” I 
assured her. “I want you to go buy a complete outfit, down to your 
unmentionables, and be dressed and ready to go in. . . ninety-three 


minutes, now.” 


“Are you fucking serious?” she asks, shocked as she realizes that yes, 
indeed, I am fucking serious. 


“Try to keep it under $300.00,” I say, casually, as I kiss her on the 
cheek. “And try to be punctual.” 


Then I turn on my heel and walk out. No further explanation 
required. 


I stole one last peek before I disappeared around the corner, and saw 
Mrs. Ironwood excitedly explaining what her mission was to the 
confused store clerks. 


You see, I hate shopping. 


So does she, but she also understands how shopping is not only a 
necessary aspect of professional womanhood (personal presentation is 
very important in her field) as well as an essential social requirement 
for female socialization. 


She’s not a “power shopper” by any means. She eschews jewelry 
altogether (her father was a jeweler, once-upon-a-time . . . daddy 
issues) and she’s got weird feet, so she isn’t as mad about shoes as 
some women. That doesn't mean I don’t have two-dozen pairs of her 
underutilized shoes in the bottom of my closet, but after talking to 
some other men, I only have two-dozen pairs in the bottom of my 
closet. If my wife has an accessory fetish, it’s purses and handbags. 


But she hates trying to buy clothes. Like most women, she’ll try on a 
dozen things and usually settle on one of the first things she saw. But 
the entire process can take several excruciating hours and is, from a 
male perspective, hopelessly inefficient. 


So I took the grief out of the equation. This way she has a) a deadline 
b) a budget and c) a very specific mission, to get an outfit for a night 
out. No sales, no bargains, just get what you need. Better for me, I 
wasn’t subjected to said excruciating hours standing by in quiet 
Betatude, bearing her purse as a symbol of my subjugation. I went 
shopping myself. 


I have a lovely black suit, tailored, that I picked up at a going-out-of- 
business sale a few years ago. Classic cut, clean lines, and it’s suitable 
for nearly any occasion. But my dress shirts were abysmal. 


Believe it or not, most porn companies don’t require suit-and-tie for 
everyday business (and no, they don’t require raw-silk shirts opened 
to the waist and a couple of gaudy gold chains peeking through your 
chest hair, either — I usually wear jeans and a t-shirt). I hadn’t bought 
a new, nice shirt in ages. No funerals or court dates lately, and the 


last wedding we went to I was performing the ceremony and wearing 
a clerical collar. 


It only takes me moments to run out to the car and grab the garment 
bag with my suit and shoes in it. I roll into Macy’s, feeling like John 
Travolta in the opening scene of Saturday Night Fever (minus the 
paint can). You can almost hear the disco music as I strut. 


Back to the Men's Department — wouldn't you know, they're having a 
buy-one, get-one sale on shirts and ties. It takes me all of ten minutes 
to find a white shirt and a light gray shirt in my size. Another ten to 
find a belt and two ties — one blue and silver, one gray and silver. 1 
look longingly at a brown felt crushable fedora, but it not only doesn't 
go with my outfit, it's far too expensive. I’d drop that kind of dough 
on a blocked black fedora in my size, perhaps. I let my own hamster 
spin for a moment, and then shut it down when I look at my watch. 
I’m on a Mission. 


I pay for my stuff, spending about a hundred bucks, and then use the 
changing room to put on my suit. Decision time. 


I go with the gray shirt and tie, as it brings out the gray in my eyes 
and that tends to inspire more romance than the blue in my eyes. 
More importantly, gray and black make me feel dangerous and sexy. 


I come out a few moments later and get appreciative looks from the 
dumpy older saleswoman and the horny old queen at the register. 
Admiration from both sides of the gender spectrum let me know I look 
good. 


Self-Confidence Buff: Objective SR +1 
If I went in as John Travolta, I come out as Frank Sinatra. 


I own the joint. I don’t try to disguise the even more confident strut in 
my step as I cross the mall. I absorb a few more desiring glances 
along the way as I make my way into only bar in the mall. That’s 
right ladies. Ian’s in the house. Look but don’t touch. 


Why a bar? I was dressed and ready to go, but there was still more 
than forty-five minutes to her deadline. I called to confirm our 
reservation while the bartender brought me a Jameson’s on the 
rocks. Only one drink, but the smoky taste of peat-fired Irish whiskey 
is like an instant shot of masculinity in my mouth. 


(Side Note: Gentlemen, when approaching a bar to purchase a drink, 
know what you’re going to order from the moment your foot crosses the 
threshold. There is no worse negative Beta presentation than standing 
in front of a bar with a perplexed look on your face while you 
mentally debate the merits of some chick beer with an orange in it or 
an apple-tini. KNOW YOUR FUCKING POISON.) 


So, how do you properly order a drink as an Alpha-presenting dude? 


You enter a bar, you walk confidently to the bar, cash or card in hand, 
you take up as much space at the bar as you can to attract attention, 
you patiently wait while the patrons with bigger boobs than yours are 
served, and then you order your drink, decisively and resolutely. 


Make it simple: a highball is about as complicated as you want to get. 
For your presentation’s sake, try to stick to a single liquor, on the 
rocks or neat. I usually recommend against beer on Date Night simply 
because of the awkward potential for gas. “Jameson’s, Rocks,” and a 
self-assured toss of your head should be all the discussion with the 
bartender you need. But it doesn’t matter what it is, as long as you 
nail it and move on. 


Sorry. I used to be a bartender. Some pet peeves stick with you. 
I nursed my drink for half an hour, checking in with the sitter, 
checking email for the final time in the evening, and checking traffic 


on the way to the restaurant. Gotta love a smartphone. 


At fifteen-minutes until deadline I finished my drink and went outside 
for a smoke. 


I was relaxed, I looked good, I smelled good, dammit, I felt good. I 
felt like James Bond in that suit. I tried to nurse that vibe, 
incorporate it into my presentation. 

Bond. James Bond. Licensed to Kill. 

Ironwood. Ian Ironwood. Licensed to thrill. 


Of such things are masculine fantasies built. 


I arrived at the store ten minutes early on the off-chance she was 
ready. She wasn’t, of course, but I got to spend that last ten minutes 


bantering and flirting with the two salesladies while my wife got 
dressed. 


They were positively gushing with how freakin’ romantic I was and 
how lucky she was to have me... with her overhearing every word in 
the dressing room not twelve feet away. 


Preselection Buff: Relative SR +1 


PLUS, she got the undivided attention of two salesladies who had 
elected themselves her honorary handmaidens that night. She got to 
feel like a princess — a stressed, anxious princess trying to get her 
Spanx on before deadline, but a princess nonetheless. The attention 
paid to her femininity by those two women helped inflate her own 
self-confidence, pushing up her own Sex Rank by at least a point. 


When she got out... it was well worth the wait. She looked 
gorgeous. 


A pretty white top with large blue flowers and yellow highlights, 
something that suggested far more cleavage than she was showing (or 
even has). Tight black skirt, knee-length, and black hose. With her 
work shoes, which I think are the most attractive on her, and her hair 
and make-up fixed . . . she looked good enough to molest right there 
and then. She had accomplished her Mission, and with three minutes 
to spare. 


“Twirl for me,” I instructed, smiling, with just a little mocking in my 
voice. Instead of a snappy retort she swallowed and turned around. 
She did what I told her to. Obediently. And that skirt did amazing 
things for her ass. “Outstanding,” I pronounced, “you look gorgeous!” 


Blush. TIl take the point on that. 


“Thank you,” she says, demurely. “Oh my God, you changed into a 
suit? Did you buy a suit? Jesus, lan, how much—?” 


“So much that you’re going to be feeling very grateful later,” I say, 
confidently. She blushes again. The ladies behind the counter giggle 
girlishly. 


“Well, you look HOT,” she says, putting lusty emphasis on the last 
word. I give the sales ladies a glance, and then strike an overly- 
dramatic GQ pose. 


“What do you think, ladies? Am I earning my hourly rate?” 


They assure me that yes, they would indeed rip off my clothes and 
hump me until we’re all sore, in politely-worded feminine code. Any 
doubt about the Preselection buff is gone. Mrs. Ironwood’s eyes are 
flashing and she’s biting her lip. 


I’m about to hand them my credit card when I see a pile of panties 
towards the back. I stride over and very quickly select three pairs (to 
qualify for the sale price) that I like, two black, one nude, and that I 
think will be both sexy and comfortable - and yes, I know the correct 
size. Pve done my research. 


“Add these,” I say, casually, and they do. Total bill is just under 
$200. Even with her padding it a little with a few hosiery items she 
didn’t think I noticed. Mrs. Ironwood has done well. 


“You’re buying me panties?” she asks, surprised. 


I shrug. “Who says they’re for you?” I quip, as I grab the bags. I offer 
her my elbow, and she takes it. Leading her by the arm is far more 
Alpha than holding hands. She thanks the ladies profusely for their 
invaluable assistance. She feels even more like a princess as we’re 
leaving. 


“So you got me all dressed up to go to Ruby Tuesday’s?” she 
chuckles. “That’s adorkably romantic!” 


“Yes, it would be,” I say, as I lead her firmly past the mall restaurant 
and out into the parking lot. “But I upgraded from ‘adorkable’ to 
‘elegant’. Hope you don’t mind.” 


“Tan,” she says, suddenly back on unsure ground. “If we're not... 
.where the hell are we going?” 


“To dinner,” I say, as I open the passenger side door and help her in. 
She needs help, too. Between the Spanx and the skirt, she can barely 
walk, let alone mount a SUV. Hot, but hard to run away. Just the 
way I like her. 


“Are you going to blindfold me?” she jokes. 


“We don’t have time,” I say, as I close the door. “Maybe later. We 


have a 9:30 reservation.” 


That got her attention. Usually the only restaurants we go to where 
you have to make a reservation in our town involve giant mechanical 
instrument-playing mice and really bad, over-priced kids' pizza. 


“So where are we going?” she pleads, excitedly. “And who the hell 
makes a 9:30 dinner reservation?” 


“T do,” I say, smugly, as I slide into the driver’s seat. “And you make 
that late a reservation when it’s Valabar’s.” 


“We’re going to Valabar’s?” she asks, excitedly - and no, before you 
Google it, that’s a fictional name. 


The name “Valabar’s” is from the classic Steven Brust Dragaera fantasy 
series, and it describes a restaurant of surpassing excellence. I use it 
here to guard both my identity and that of the restaurant we went to. 
Made my nerd roll. 


But when you read “Valabar’s”, just imagine the swankiest joint in 
your town. That’s the place. 


“Well why didn’t you say so?” she asks, reverently. 

“Because that would have ruined the surprise,” I point out. 

“Oh.” She thinks fora moment, and then grabs my hand. “Yeah, I 
guess it would. We’re going to Valabar’s!” she says, excitedly, and 


giggles. Yes, it’s that big a deal. 


“We’ve got twenty minutes before we get there,” Isay, casually, as I 
crank the engine. “Music?” 


Chapter Twenty-One: 


The Perfect Red Pill Date Phase IV: Music 


When it comes to music on a date, conventional wisdom says that 
Classic Rock or edgy Hip-Hop is your best bet if your goal is damp 
panties. Personally, I find both a bit played-out, particularly Rock. 


While that sounds blasphemous, the fact is that rock music is overtly 
sexual, with the pelvis-motivating back-beat encouraging primal 
responses and suggestive lyrics that leave no doubt as to what, exactly, 
the artist meant by any given metaphor in the song. 


But there's no mystery in Rock in the slightest. No intrigue. No 
romance. Rock is as subtle as a submachine gun. Going to Rock music 
as the sound track to a date is trite and unimaginative. Hip-hop, 
likewise. And I despise Country music, no offense meant. 


But Rock? That’s like buying a cherry-red Camero when you turn 40: 
it's effective but so clichéd it’s painful. 


Instead I turned back the clock and chose a selection of Big Band and 
Swing tunes, mostly with playfully teasing lyrics or sweet romantic 
music. 


Now, you might be thinking “Gosh, that dude is White,” and you would 
be correct; but regardless of skin-tone or cultural background, Swing 
music has a lot to recommend it. 


I listen to Swing a lot, since I tote my kids around every day. Instead 
of blaring “Kids Bop” indulgently, like Mrs. Ironwood does, or letting 


them listen to modern pop music as the Niece habitually does, I prefer 
Swing music because the lyrics are squeaky-clean and the subject 
matter is usually straightforward “boy meets girl” stuff without any of 
the “Baby Lick My Love Pump” you get from anything produced after 
1975. 


As a result, my kids now can sing “Boogie-Woogie Bugle Boy” and 
“Chattanooga Choo-Choo” and a wide selection of Louis Prima, Frank 
Sinatra, and Bing Crosby. 


I’m sure it will come in handy for them one day. Don't ask me how. 


There is a danger to playing Swing on a date, in that it reminds some 
women of their grandparents, which is not exactly “sex positive”. On 
the other hand, the low-fidelity sound and the full orchestrations can 
set a romantic mood better than candlelight and Quaaludes. Had we 
been going somewhere casual, I may have gone with Delta Blues, 
Latin, or even Funk, but for Valabar’s the evening called for something 
classy. 


(Side Note: For those who feel that video games contribute nothing to 
our greater culture, please note that my current fetish for Swing comes 
from playing a game called Fallout 2, back around 1999 or so. One 
of the great all-time classic post-apocalyptic games ever made, it 
began with a Louis Armstrong tune and maintained a retro 1950’s feel 
throughout the game. More recently I played its much-evolved 
descendent, Fallout 3, which features an in-game radio station which 
plays a small selection of classic Swing tunes. Since it’s customizable, 
players quickly added downloadable mods to the game, one of which 
was a delightful list of 1940s Swing music, most of which P'd never 
been exposed to in my Rock-saturated youth. Since that time I have 
explored the universe of Swing and come to appreciate it in a way I 
never would have expected. So credit videogames with at least one 
important contribution to Western culture.) 


My playlist was carefully selected to inspire the right mood without 
doing anything to disrupt it. I needed to stay away from the Andrews 
Sisters (whom I love but Mrs. Ironwood hates), but apart from that I 
had a lot of leeway. So here’s the list I came up with, some (but not 
all) culled from Fallout: 


1. Jazzy Interlude - Billy Munn (Fallout 3, a Swingin’ instrumental 
with an impressive fanfare, great way to start an eventful evening) 


2. A Kiss To Build A Dream On - Louis Armstrong (The original Fallout 
2 theme song, as poignant and romantic a tune as you could ask for, 
sung by one of the most expressive voices ever) 


3. Daddy - Julie London's version - the Entitlement Princess' 
themesong, played playfully to tease my ordinarily low-maintenance 
wife. She's about as opposite to this song as you could ask. 


4. Jump, Jive & Wail - Louis Prima version, although Brian Setzer's is 
perfectly fine. A good, peppy sort of swing tune that makes you want 
to jitterbug. 


5. Wonderful Guy - Tex Bernake & Margaret Whiting (Also from the 
Fallout 3 soundtrack, and before that from South Pacific. The perfect 
paen for a woman enjoying her man. 


6. Nothing's Too Good For My Baby - Louis Prima & Keely Smith An 
outstanding, playful and romantic duet about how much fun it is to be 
married. No, really. 


7. Way Back Home - Bob Crosby. The master of nostalgia sings one of 
the most nostalgic songs in history. Another fine Fallout tune. 


8. Hey Girl - Louis Prima & Keely Smith Another playful, romantic 
duet. 


9. Sing Sing Sing -Benny Goodman, sung by Louis Prima. The classic 
Swing anthem. 


10. Gone Fishin' - Bing Crosby € Louis Armstrong. Another classic 
duet between two masters. And it perfectly described the escapist 
element of the evening. 


The soundtrack got the evening's mood set properly: elegant, 
sophisticated, classic. The pre-feminist playlist helped get my 
woman's mind back to a mystical time when women were all demure 
and eager to be attractive and men were strong, quiet, and manly. 
The Fedora Age. It provided the appropriate level of phonic foreplay 
during our drive out to Valabar's. 


We talked about a lot of things, held hands, and made out at the 
occasional stop light. And when we arrived, a few minutes before our 
reservation time, we had a chance to relax, smoke a cigarette, and 
listen to the kind of dreamy tunes that seduced our grandmothers and 


great-grandmothers, back when Nazis and Commies were the bad guys 
and divorces were as rare as jet planes. 


It was nice, and Mrs. Ironwood made a point to compliment me on my 
excellent selections. They were like a long playful tease the entire 
way there, coupled with stolen kisses and brazen innuendo. When I 
got out and helped her back into her coat, we even danced a moment 
in the parking lot before I took her by the hand and pulled her 
towards the barn-like structure that smelled so good. 


Seduction Buff: SR +1 


Chapter Twenty-Two: 


The Perfect Red Pill Date, Phase V: Dinner 
Dinner, of course, was the centerpiece of the evening. 


I chose the restaurant (code named Valabar's) because it has a 
national reputation for both cuisine and service, it's ridiculously 
difficult to get into without reservations months in advance, and its 
specialty was perfectly aged and prepared Angus beef. 


I just got my teeth fixed -- it was time for a steak. 


And even though the prices would ordinarily put me into a coma, I 
had the money to order whatever I wanted for a change and not worry 
about the price. That, alone, gave me buckets of confidence. 

Pep talks and creative visualizations are fine for developing 
Confidence, but try putting a fat roll of twenties in your pocket thicker 
than your dick and watch what happens to your attitude. 


We were a little early, so I took the time to make out with Mrs. 
Ironwood in the car, and then wait until she fixed her makeup. She 
was nearly purring. I offered her my arm again and we went inside to 
check in. 


The place was packed, and it's a large place, and it was 9:30 at night. 
But we only had to wait ten minutes. My wife (of course) took the 
opportunity to freshen up, which proved challenging in her tight new 
skirt, which left me hanging around the hostess stand with a pager 
and a stupid expression on my face. 


Luckily, Valabar's has a walk-in humidor -- yes, it's that kind of place. 


Now, there are few things more inherently manly than the smell of 
cigar tobacco in a humidor. It's right up there with Old Spice and jock 
straps when it comes to powerfully masculine aromas. I slid the door 
back and walked into the humid, sweet-smelling air. 


I'll be honest, I'm not a cigar smoker. My experience is limited to 
bachelor parties and a few other special occasions. But I grew up in 
tobacco country, and the nearly cloying aroma of cigars is nostalgic 
for me. 


I surveyed the carefully-arrayed boxes, with phallic-shaped objects of 
conspicuous consumption laid out around me, and I felt compelled to 
indulge despite my ignorance. I chose something short, fat, and bold, 
about $12 worth of cigar. It was far from the most expensive cigar 
there, but it was far from the cheapest, either. Just enough to give me 
the feeling and the flavor without making me reek like an old pool 
player all night. 


And, of course, I reserved it for after the meal. I didn't want to 
destroy my palate. 


I had the clerk cut it and I was back on station before Mrs. Ironwood 
finally came out, looking relieved and put-together again -- and just in 
time for the pager to go off. 


Valabar's is so large that we were handed off to three different 
hostesses until we got to our table. But when we sat down, the noise 
of the other patrons faded around us as we indulged in the homey-yet- 
ridiculously-tasteful ambiance. Our waiter appeared with bread, 
cheese, a pickle tray, and water, and we were off. 


I wanted steak in the worst way. While famous for their Prime Rib, I 
sprung for the fifteen-ounce sirloin. 


Mrs. Ironwood looked up. "Why don't you order for me?" she asked. 


My eyebrows shot up. "Really?" This was a departure. And a 
significant demonstration of the power of the Red Pill. 


"This is your show," she shrugged. "And what you order is always 
better than what I order anyway. You're driving, you know what I 
like, you order for me." 


I didn't argue. If she was going to place the reins in my hand, I wasn't 
going to let go - that wouldn’t be very Alpha. When someone tells 
you they’ll follow, your only real response is to lead. 


"All right," I said, surveying the menu. I decided that if I got the steak 
and she didn't, she'd end up eating half of mine anyway. She's right, I 
do order better than she does. I cook, she doesn't. I worked as a 
gourmet vendor for five years. I cooked professionally for ten. I'm a 
foodie. 


I selected the same steak I got, only I had it done rare, with a glaze of 
balsamic vinegar and Roquefort cheese. Twice-baked potatoes on the 
side. House salads before hand. No appetizer, because I wanted to 
enjoy my steak and still leave room for the desserts for which the 
place was justly famed. 


I also bought a bottle of wine, and spent more than I ever have 
before. 


I know just a little more about wine than I do cigars, but you can't 
work the specialty food business without picking up a few things. I 
found a California Zinfandel I'd heard about from someone, and asked 
the waiter about it. He made a counter proposal, based on our meal, 
which actually was ten dollars cheaper than mine. 


Never hesitate to ask the waiter's opinion, but don't be afraid to ask 
for options, either. I was feeling affluent, not wealthy. 


Now, how do you pull this off without looking like an utter 
cheapskate? 


"What would you say the best-valued wine to go with our meal 
would be?" 


That "best value" is politely acceptable code for "don't rip me off and I'l 
be generous with the tip" in fine dining language. Because I knew that 
the man was familiar with the wine options because you just don't get 
to walk in off the street and start waiting tables at Valabar's. I'd even 
been to one of their employee information sessions, back when I was 
trying to sell them stuff. 


The waiter knows that there are several equally outstanding options to 
go with any meal, and while he's more than happy to sell you a $100 


bottle with your steak, if you ask him he'll be just as agreeable selling 
you a $50 bottle that's almost as good. And since our palates just 
weren't developed enough to really appreciate the $50 difference, the 
extra would have been wasted on us. A good fine dining waiter is far 
more interested in ensuring a perfect experience than he is padding 
the bill, if he's smart. Ours was smart. 


He brought the bottle out for my inspection, uncorked it with 
professional efficiency, and poured a splash in my glass. 


This is the part where you can look like an idiot, if you don't know 
what to do. As the gentleman in the party, it was up to me to approve 
the wine before it was served. I truly enjoyed splashing it around to 
see its legs, inhaling the deep, spicy aroma of the red, and allowing a 
small aspirated sip to spray over my tongue before I let it was 
luxuriously around my mouth, gaming my taste buds with gay 
abandon. 


It was the most expensive wine I'd ever bought... . and it was worth 
every penny. 


Wine is an expensive habit to get into. When I ran a specialty coffee 
roastery, I noted that half of the people in high-end coffee are there 
because it's too expensive to play in high-end wines for most people. 
So they get into coffee but hang out with their wine friends like 
they're ashamed of the Demon Bean. At some levels, a wine habit is 
more expensive than a cocaine habit. 


But I could see the allure. If I am every ridiculously filthy rich, yeah, 
I'll waste my money on fine wine. Life is short. 


"That is exquisite," I told the waiter, and offered my glass to the 
Missus. Her eyes shot open. She isn't a wine aficionado either, but 
she comes from a long line of wealthy alcoholics, and she knew 
quality even if she couldn't appreciate it. She nodded eagerly for the 
waiter to fill her glass. 


We picked at the pickle tray and played footsie under the table. There 
was a time when I had found good conversation difficult even when it 
was just my wife and I. But "awkward" rarely gets you laid (and when 
it does, it usually proves problematic later) so I tried to forget the 
formalities of the occasion and plunged in with casual confidence. 


I made the rule at the beginning of the dinner: no discussing the 


children, our work, our respective to-do lists or our anxieties. 
Conversation was limited to happy fun things, wickedly dirty dream 
vacation plans, gossip, and thinly-disguised innuendo that had us both 
well-aroused by the time our meals arrived. 


I'm not going to describe the meal in detail, because words can't do it 
proper justice. I will say that the balsamic vinegar/Roquefort glaze 
was fucking orgasmic, particularly with the wine. And I was glad I got 
us each the 15 oz -- when you know you're going to end up taking 
some steak home from Valabar's, you do your best to ensure that 
you're taking a LOT of steak home from Valabar's. 


We didn't say much while we were eating, because it was just that 
good. I managed almost half of my steak, and she finished over a 
third of hers, but despite our efforts to pace ourselves, there was just 
no way. I called for boxes and a dessert tray. 


It was well past 10 pm at this point, but I was feeling just a hint of a 
buzz from the wine, and had a mood for something sweet before I 
proceeded toward seduction. 


One reason why Valabar's is so popular is that they had nine different 
desserts on their tray, each one baked by magical elves and designed 
to make grown women leave slug-trails of lust in their wake, so rich 
are they. When faced with such a momentous decision, my wife's eyes 
began to glaze over. If I didn't intervene, it might be a long night. 


"We'll take the double chocolate mousse cheesecake," I said, "and the 
strawberry sorbet for the lady. Two coffees with cream." 


Mrs. Ironwood was perplexed about my decision -- I hadn't consulted 
her in the slightest, which was a departure. I shrugged. "You told me 
to order for you. I figured you meant dessert, too." 


"All right," she said, doubtfully. "But I wouldn't have chosen the 
sorbet." 


"I know," I assured her. "That's why I ordered it." And it was. After 
20 years, my wife's food selections have become predictable. 
Chocolate, chocolate, chocolate - it was time to expand her palate. 


When they came, I was vindicated. As good as my chocolate mousse 
cheesecake was (and how could it have been bad? Cheesecakes are 
like blowjobs), her dessert was better. The freshly made strawberry 


sorbet was complimented by diced candied orange peel, grated 
candied ginger, and a shot of Chambord lovingly poured over the top. 
Mint leaf for garnish. 


She made cum noises the entire time she ate. 


I only ate half of mine -- I knew we'd want the rest later, and I had 
plans for that cheesecake. I finished off my coffee while the waiter 
brought me a box and the check. 


I tossed him my credit card casually without looking at the bill. 


I had a pretty good idea what it was supposed to be, and when he 
returned with my card and the slip, it was within a couple of bucks. I 
added a 25% tip for outstanding service and then rose to help the 
Missus with her coat. 


"I don't think I can walk," she moaned. 

"Do you think you can dance?" I asked. She looked horrified. 

"What? What do you mean?" 

"I mean, if you want to, I can arrange for there to be dancing," I said. 


Every date has a plan. Every plan has a contingency or six. Ihada 
contingency, a club on the other side of town that was hosting a 
Mardis Gras party and a Zydeco band that played until 1 am. 


Mrs. Ironwood looked appalled at the thought. 


"Jesus, Ian, I just ate half a cow! And my feet hurt. If you don't mind, 
I'd rather just go home." We found out later that she had been nursing 
a broken heel, unbeknownst to her. So it was probably a great idea 
we didn't go dancing. Besides, I preferred her unspoken proposal. 


"Home it is," I agreed. I hadn't wanted to go dancing, either, but I 
wanted to have it as an option. I also wanted her to be able to say ". . 
. and then he wanted to take me dancing, but I just had to have him 
instead!" to her best friends in the post-date post mortem. 


On the way back out to the car I lit up the cigar. Mrs. Ironwood 
leaned into it to inhale. "It reminds me of my grandfather," she said, 
happily. "Only once or twice a year, but usually at Christmas." A 


good memory. I enjoyed smoking it for five or ten minutes, and then 
when I stopped enjoying it I let it die. 


"Damn, that thing stinks," she said, as we drove home. "But I'm glad 
you did. You earned a cigar for tonight!" 


"So you had fun?" I asked. 


"Did I have fun? Best date ever!" she proclaimed. "And now we get to 
the best part!" 


It was late. The highway was deserted. No cops in sight. 


I headed home at 70 mph. 


Chapter Twenty-Three 


The Perfect Red Pill Date Phase Six: Sex And Stuff 


FAIR WARNING: While I am a writer of erotica, you will find no lurid 
or salacious details about my personal sex life here. The purpose of 
this post is to tutor, not to titillate. 


From the very beginning of the evening, sex was always on the table. 
That was the frame I went into the date with: I'm treating you to a 
lovely evening of excitement, decadence, and attention, which will 
culminate in a mutually-satisfactory sexual experience involving a far 
higher level of expectation than "standard fare". There was no doubt in 
my mind -- nor in hers, thanks to my quiet determination -- that sex 
was part of the evening's plans. 


That being said, there's sex and then there's Sex. 


Mrs. Ironwood and I have developed a kind of code-word analogy for 
an ascending level of sexual experiences over the years, using dining 

experiences as the metaphor. We like to eat out, so this allows us to 

discuss sex in front of them subtly and through heavy innuendo. 


Here are the Stages of Married People Sex, via the metaphor of 
eating out: 


1. McDonald's Drive Thru - This is the bare bones maintenance sex, 
the "lie back and think of England", "Honey, I'm too tired but you go 


ahead and do your thing", "If you really need it I'm here for you but 
try not to wake me up" kind of sex. Vibrators are suggested. 


Emergency sex. Sex when it's not necessarily about anything other 
than tearing one off. School-night sex. Eye contact is optional. So is 
consciousness. 


2. Golden Corral - Implies no-frills sex, usually no more than one or 
two positions, without more than token foreplay but with eye contact, 
kissing, a sweet nothing or two. Expectations are low for both of you. 
Orgasms are often optional, but pleasantly received. Post-coital 
pillow-talk beyond the basics is unnecessary. 


3. Pizza - Light to medium foreplay, oral but not necessarily to 
orgasm, kissing, intercourse with at least two and up to four 
positions. Moderate to heavy pillow talk afterwards, then fall asleep 
drooling and sticky. Comfortable, pleasant, "was it good for you, too" 
sex. Friday night sex, not Saturday night sex. 


4. Chinese - Medium to heavy foreplay, oral usually to orgasm, major 
kissing, intercourse in three to five positions, moderate pillow talk 
afterwards or between the first and second course. (It's Chinese... 
you're usually horny again an hour later). Usually you can't consider 
Chinese or above with kids in the house. Not if you do it right. 


5. Italian - Saturday Night sex. Sex after a genuine date, usually 
casual, but you definitely got a sitter. Maybe a few drinks or a 
concert. Public displays of affection, hand-holding, suddenly pulling 
her into a corner for extended smooching, making out in the car, 
maybe a little light foreplay on the way home. Sex in at least four 
positions, likely twice (or once but for an extended period of time), 
with mood music and appropriate lighting. Toys beyond basic 
vibrator and lube are suggested. Light fantasy play is also a 
possibility. 


6. Continental - High Fantasy sex. The kind of sex you have when 
the kids are at the grandparents for a three-day weekend, you have 
the house to yourself and access to soundproofing. This is where you 
experiment with cosplay, advanced toys, BDSM, a bunny suit, trapeze, 
sex swing, you name it. Consult local statutes to ensure you aren't 
breaking any laws. 


7. Four Star - Hotel sex. It's in a class by itself. You put even the 
most demure wife in a nice hotel room and the possibilities of 
invoking her inner slut are limitless. Hotel sex is a fine art, and like 
fine art it's ridiculously expensive. There are countless ways to cut 
down on the expense for a creatively-minded couple, but unless you're 


fulfilling your cheap hooker fantasy at a local hot sheets rooms-by-the- 
hour motel, you're going to spend a couple of hundred bucks on this. 
It's worth it. Two or three nights of Four Star hotel sex a year can go 
light-years in keeping your marital relationship fresh. 


There's only one tier higher than this, Hotel Sex In Vegas After 
Winning Big. If it ever happens, Ill tell you about it. 


So that's the scale. When I ask my wife "what she wants for dinner" 
and she tells me "I'm feeling like Golden Corral tonight", then we have 
subtly communicated a) a desire for sex, thus controlling the frame 
and b) a way to respond with an appropriate level of potential 
interest. 


Similarly, if she texts me "Going to be a long night -- looks like drive- 
thru", I know that my chances for anything elaborate are remote, but 
she might be up for a quickie if I'm so inclined. And if I say "Hon, we 
need to plan a four star trip soon", she knows precisely what that 
entails. 


So, back to the Big Date. 


Almost by definition, this was a Continental night, and for another 
hundred bucks I could have sprung for a surprise hotel room and 
ended the evening in Four Star territory. And that was tempting as we 
passed a string of hotels. 


But part of my goal for the evening was to ensure that she had a good 
time and I had a good time, and I knew that a hotel room -- while an 
extravagant luxury she wouldn't hesitate to indulge in -- would also 
provide additional problems. 


First, there was the issue of her not having the arsenal of potions, 
lotions, pills and powders she uses to feel beautiful (or at least wipe 
the makeup off of her face), nor anything to sleep in, nor anything to 
wear tomorrow. And while I could have planned for that and added a 
contingency, the second reason made that moot. 


The second reason that I didn't push for Level Seven was that I knew 
that would make her feel far more anxious than sexy. 


Hotel Sex is a major deal, and usually requires preparation on the part 
of both parties to work right. Without that prep, done to her 
satisfaction, then she would certainly feel not just a higher level of 


expectation but have to contend with that without recourse to the 
things that helped her feel secure and sexy. 


So while a sudden detour to a hotel room would have been exciting, 
the anxiety involved would have mitigated the all of the good buffing 
I'd been doing all night. 


Besides, we had a sitter. And while Niece was certainly capable of 
putting the kids down for the night, our morning routine would be a 
challenge for her to handle on her own. 


Plus, stately Ironwood Manor is fortunate enough to have the master 
bedroom semi-detached from the rest of the house, allowing a 
modicum of privacy and a lot less worry about sound waking up the 
kids through three doors. Yes, I planned it that way. 


But while we're here, I did make up the bed with clean sheets -- 
Egyptian cotton, 1000 threadcount, I'm just that way -- as well as 
prepare some good sherry as a night-cap. There were also candles 
involved, but my room is already set up with ample mood lighting, 
including a skylight that allowed the light of the moon to shine down 
on our bed in a particularly romantic way. 


So once we mumbled hello-goodnight to the Niece and ensured the 
kids were comatose for the evening, we threw the leftovers in the 
fridge and made a bee-line for the bedroom . . . where I immediately 
allowed Mrs. I full use of the bathroom while I finished preparing for 
the evening. 


I gave her the privacy despite being married 20 years for the same 
reason I kick her out of the kitchen when I'm making something 
particularly exotic or tricky: working the pleasantly-surprised angle is 
always a good thing, regardless if you're male or female. 


Mrs. Ironwood wanted to not just restore her makeup, etc., she also 
wanted to get out of the Spanx that were making her life so interesting 
. . . and there are just some things that even a devoted husband should 
not see. 


The end result was spectacular, in part because I had pre-selected the 
lingerie I wanted her in and laid it out while she was elsewhere. I 
chose a non-itchy satin nightgown that I've always loved for it's simple 


elegance, flattering lines, and admirable accessibility -- there are 
nights for more exotic lingerie, but I wanted to control the frame 
completely this evening and that meant keeping lingerie from being 
the focal point. 


And yes, Mrs. I complimented me on the thoughtfulness of the 
selection as well as her appreciation for me taking the guess-work out 
of the equation. 


Leadership Buff: SR +1 


When she emerged from our bathroom, I had transformed the 
bedroom with candles, indirect rope lighting, a tray of chocolates 
(even though we were stuffed), and sherry. And music, of course. 

The Big Band era Swing had done its job -- now I needed something a 
little more sensual. I settled for cable's Classic R&B channel, and 
perchance Barry White was belting out his soulful, sensuous sounds by 
the bucketful. 


As for my dress . . . I stayed in my suit. I loosened my tie, a bit, but I 
stayed in the suit. 


Why? Because Mrs. I really, really likes the suit. And I wanted to 
work that for everything I could. 


The remainder of the evening will be left up to your imagination, for 
it would be of interest only to the aficionado or the voyeuristic. 


Just remember two things: I had hyped my subjective sex rank as 
far as I possibly could without actually winning a million bucks, 
and I work in porn and have a very creative imagination. All I'll 
say is that we only got a few hours of sleep, and only after a lot of 
strenuous activity. 


Chapter Twenty-Four: 


The Perfect Red Pill Date Phase VII: Coda 


Its all too simple to want to sit back and rest on your laurels after 
pulling off the perfect Red Pill date. I mean, after buffing your SR 
through the roof and then spending several passionate hours enjoying 
the fruits of your labors may seem like sufficient recompense for your 
expense and time. And if this was a one-night-stand or a booty call, 
you might be right. 


But this is my wife -- the woman who will someday likely drive me to 
the doctor four times a week for treatment for whatever is going to 
kill me when I'm 80. You can't pump and dump your wife -- it's poor 
form and reduces your long-term subjective SR. Even just soaking up 
the vibe of fulfilled contentment, while alluring, isn't what you need 
to do the next morning. When you're married, after all, the date is still 
going on. 


I got up the next morning at a ridiculously early hour for a weekend, 
but I had a mission yet to accomplish. With Mrs. Ironwood still 
snoring contentedly away, I snuck out to the kitchen and began 
making her breakfast in bed. 


Aww!, I can hear you saying, How trite, contrived and clichéd! 


Well, yeah. But there's a reason it's trite, contrived, and clichéd -- it 
works. And as with so many things, it's really about how you do it. 


I took our leftovers out of the fridge and began preparations. 


First the coffee -- and for this morning I chose a recent Honduran 
coffee which won the SCAA's Golden Cup award. Now you might 
prefer Duncan Donuts brew (It's not bad -- 100% Sumatran Organic) 
but I wanted something special, and I knew the man who roasted it, 
personally. And while the coffee was brewing, I began an omelet. 


A lot of men are intimidated by the omelet, mostly because it is 
reputed to be a difficult and elaborate dish and certainly because it’s 
French and intimidting. In fact, nothing could be further from the 
truth. Omelets are easy, if you know a few secrets. 


First, start with eggs as close to room temperature as possible, so get 
the eggs out BEFORE you make the coffee. Then beat three eggs well 
with a wisk or fork in a bowl. Add 1-2 tsps. of COLD WATER. The 
rule goes, if you want eggs that are fluffy, add milk (protein). If you 
want your eggs to coalesce and remain intact as you fold it around 
like you do with an omelet, you use cold water to thin the proportions 
of protein. 


Next, get out whatever you're going to stuff the omelet with. This can 
be just about anything you like with eggs, but I wanted to reprise the 
night before, so I grabbed Mrs. I's leftover steak (the one with the 
Roquefort and balsamic vinegar glaze) and sliced it as thin as I could. 
Then I sautéed it in a pan with some mushrooms, onions, a few jaunty 
asparagus tips, splashed in a tsp. of white wine to deglaze, and a 1/4 
tsp of white truffle oil before I took it off the heat and set it aside. 


(NOTE: Truffle oil, white or black, is for my money the single easiest 
way to impart a mad amount of flavor to a savory dish without 
incurring a big fat/sugar penalty. You'll spend about $10-$15 ona 
bottle, but you'll only use it occasionally and it should last you at least 
a year. But the aroma and the flavor it adds to any dish is amazing. 
I've put a few drops in plain Kraft Mac & Cheese to take to a function 
and had people RAVE about my incredibly wonderful fare. Truffle oil 
is such a strong but delicate flavor it's hard to go wrong with it.) 


Now, to the omelet: Stir up your egg mixture a bit, put a sauté pan or 
omelet pan on the stove on Med-High heat, and spray with a non-stick 
cooking spray, and as soon as it's hot, dump the egg mixture in and 
turn the heat to MED. Then wait a few minutes. You'll notice, of 
course, that the eggs around the sides get hard and cooked pretty 
quickly, but that there's a huge pool of liquid egg still in the center. 


So you take your spatula and you gently pry-up the edges of the 


omelet as it cooks and allow that liquid to seep under the cooked egg, 
where it will cook and add itself to the omelet one layer at a time. 
You continue doing this around the edge of the dish until there is 
almost no liquid left. 


Then you dump all of that stuff you sautéed earlier onto one side of 
the circular egg disc in the pan. In my case it was really good steak, 
mushrooms, onions, and asparagus. I also added about 2 oz. of chevre 
goat cheese -- it's like cream cheese only much, much better. 


At this point, one side of your omelet should look like a pizza, kinda, 
and the other should be bare. This is where you gently force your 
spatula under the empty side and flip it up over the top of all of the 
stuffing. Let it cook a few moments while you're preparing to plate it 


up. 


Getting an omelet out of the pan without destroying it's essentially 

sandwichy nature is actually pretty easy. Instead of screwing around 
with a spatula in an effort to lift the entire thing to a plate intact, try 
inverting the plate over the pan with the folded omelet, then flipping 
both until the more-cooked side of the omelet is on the plate -- voila! 


Now I could have stopped there, but I also had a half a cantaloupe and 
fresh strawberries. I served the latter with a dollop of sour cream and 
sugar -- really, try it. Add some whole wheat English Muffins and the 

coffee, and you've got a highly impressive breakfast in bed in about as 
much time as it takes to whip up some scrambled eggs. 


So I woke up Mrs. I the next morning with a steak-and-asparagus 
omelet, fresh fruit, and coffee. Needless to say, I was greeted in heroic 
fashion. I elected to sit with her while she ate (I rarely eat breakfast) 
and enjoy my truly exquisite coffee while we discussed the details of 
the previous evening. 


Now, why did I bring her breakfast in bed when I already got my 
cookies? Well, for one thing the goal was to inflate my SR and keep it 
inflated, and by re-engaging her the next morning I quickly kill any 
idea that I just wanted to get my cookies, and I did, in fact, have an 
incredibly good time going out with her. 


The other advantage to this is that it’s a great DHV if done properly 
and unexpectedly. She knows I can cook and it's hard to impress her 
with that. But taking dinner leftovers and re-inventing them as 


breakfast, that impressed her. Enough to decide after breakfast (and 
an extended period in the bathroom) that she was ready for more 
cookies. 


By Noon (yes, Noon -- Pagans don't usually make it to Church on 
Sunday) we were both thoroughly sated in body, mind, and spirit. 
She managed to call four girlfriends, her sister and her mother while I 
was cleaning up the kitchen, informing them all of her incredible 
evening, and getting gasps of envy from her best friends. Her single 
friends were incredibly jealous, but so were her married friends. 


As a mutual friend of ours told me, "Dude, you done fucked it up and 
raised the bar for every married man here!" 


Sorry. Preselection and Admiration Buffs: SR + 4 (reaction of friends 
and relatives) 


Alpha Wolf Buff: SR +1 (reaction of MY friends) 


By treating her thus, I raised Mrs. Ironwood's personal status within 
her female peer group significantly. While that group does include 
more ostensibly attractive women, as well as other women in 
relationships and plenty of single women, the fact that I a) 
romantically dated my wife b) spent a LOT of money on the date and 
c) was not hesitant in the slightest about bragging about it to my male 
friends (too often as men we feel discouraged about bragging about 
our romantic conquests, particularly if we are married and there is 
only one "land" you can legally conquer -- brag about your romantic 
prowess to your fellas in front of your wife and you get additional 
points for alphatude), nearly every woman in her group has to admit 
that her current relationship is not, in fact, that successfully romantic. 
Which means I look that much better, and so does she. 


But inflating her status and SR was one of the goals -- because as long 
as she feels good about the date and it meets with the approval of her 
female peers, then the likelihood she will respond positively to future 
sexual advances goes up significantly. 
IN CONCLUSION: The Hooker Math 


Now, some of you might be literally shitting bricks over the idea of 
spending $500 on a date -- not a whole weekend, but one date. It 
seems outrageously extravagant, and I'm sure you think I'm being a 
chumpish ATM about the whole thing. But to use the venerable Athol 
Kay's concept of "hooker math" (dividing the number and types of sex 


with a woman by the amount of money you spent on her, adjusted to 
conform with the price list of the median price of said sex acts by 
local professionals for the same service), I stand behind my 
investment. Because you can't just count one night into the occasion. 


Two weeks after the Big Date it was still paying dividends. 


The weekend after, we ended up going to a semi-formal PTA auction, 
and reprised our outfits from the previous week. We both looked hot, 
I in particular got some attention (we have more single mommies than 
single daddies at our elementary school) which added to my 
preselection buff, and it certainly helped Mrs. I's status with the other 
mommies by having me on her arm, and bragging about the previous 
week's date. 


This brought back a complete reprise of the feelings of the previous 
weekend, and we spent another post-date evening rutting like crazed 
weasels. And this time it cost me about $15 in drinks and the 
purchase of a custom-made hula hoop. 


But wait, there's more... 


The next Saturday, we had yet another series of events. First the Cub 
Scout Blue and Gold Banquet, and later that evening a friend's 40th 
birthday party. Again we reprised the outfits, re-lived the date, and 
got all warm and fuzzy again. Again I caught a lovely preselection 
and admiration buff. And, yet again, there was a lot of sex involved, 
inspired by the date. 


So as far as Hooker Math goes, after putting $500 into it, I essentially 
quintupled the value of my money. For an evening out I arguable got 
over $2500 worth of hot, steamy married-people sex and a wife who 

thinks the sun rises and sets in my ass. 


It wasn't the money -- hell, that was one of the points of this exercise, 
to do a date without worrying about money. It was the experience. I 
wanted to do it, I made it happen, and I reaped the consequential 
rewards -- and continue to do so. 


Factoring that into the equation . . . that was one of the best $500 I 
ever spent. 


The End... see you in Volume 2! 


Ian 


BONUS ALPHA MOVES! 


PREVIOUSLY UNPUBLISHED AND AVAILABLE EXCLUSIVELY IN 
THIS BOOK! 


Bonus Move 1: Hew A Mighty Log 


One of the more daunting elements of Athol Kay’s MAP Is getting in 
shape. It’s a no-brainer of basic attraction, but one of the hardest 
things for a man to commit to. Part of that problem is the idea that 
“working out” implies an expensive gym membership, walking while 
watching television, uncomfortable glances in the showers, and a 
whole wardrobe of new work-out clothes. With that level of cultural 
expectation attached to “working out”, anything less implies that you 
just aren’t serious. 


The thing is, there’s a paleolithic workout that just about any dude not 
currently in an urban apartment can get away with: splitting wood. 


My own introduction to the art was by the venerable Papa Ironwood. 
And it wasn’t a matter of machismo - it was a matter of necessity. 
Allow me to explain. 

We Ironwoods are adept at finding unusual and interesting 
opportunities, and housing is no different. When Papa Ironwood 
found out that a super mega-mall was going to blight the rural 
landscape off the local exit from the Interstate, he wasn’t one to miss 
an opportunity. 


We rented at the time, and we’d always managed to find good, stable 
housing at a reasonable price. When a farmhouse in the development 
zone was destined for demolition, Papa found out that it would 
actually be years before the various Phases brought the inevitable 
destruction. So for seven or eight years we lived in the place. And it 
was old. 


How old? When we tore down the kitchen wall to run electric power 
(!) to that side, we found a carpenter’s pencil from when the place was 
built. The phone number for the lumber yard was 7. 


This place was old and it didn’t have central heat or air. It was pure 
19t century rural Southern farmhouse, three steps up from a shotgun 
shack, with a half-story loft where my brothers and I lived in glorious 
squalor. 


And the whole drafty place was heated by a solitary wood stove. 


If you aren’t aware, heating an entire house, even a small farmhouse, 


by wood uses a whole lot of wood. And it needs to be tended. The 
only way to keep the house warm in the winter was to keep the stove 
blazing, which made the living room an oven and every other room 
slightly warm. And every winter we’d go through a truly staggering 
amount of wood. 


Papa Ironwood wasn’t dumb - the lot we rented came with 200 acres 
of overgrown farm, which meant that there was a sufficiency of trees. 
Five big red oaks that had been clustered by the driveway had been 
helpfully felled by the surveyors and contractors, so we didn’t even 
have to go haul it. We just had to split it. 


Instead of merely hacking it apart with a chainsaw, letting it dry, and 
split it log by log like civilized men, Papa had a better idea. Ora 
worse idea, depending on your perspective. Papa wanted an old- 
fashioned split-rail fence in front of the house to complement its rustic 
charm. That way the fence would dry all that would at once, and we 
could burn up the fence bit by bit, as needed. Dry red oak makes 
good firewood. 


Wet, freshly cut red oak, on the other hand, is a twisted nightmare of 
hellishly strong wood fibers. Wet, it clings to your axe and wedge like 
glue, dulling the blade of your axe and binding up your maul like the 
spirit of the oak itself was struggling against you. And that’s just 
splitting a log. 


Splitting a rail makes splitting a log look like playing with tinker-toys. 
Papa wanted ten-foot sections, so that’s what we split. To split a rail, 
you start at one end of the log and drive a metal wedge into its core, 
using a large steel maul and every muscle in your body. It usually 
takes a good half-dozen blows to get it fully seated into the log, 
creating an incredibly gratifying cracking sound and a strong, oaky 
aroma. 


Then you’ve got your wedge stuck in the log. If you want to get it 
out, you have to drive another wedge in next to it, until the combined 
angle of the two forces the massive wood fibers apart. About six 
inches worth, along the log. Then you go back and start driving the 
wedge into the edge of the crack and repeat the process all over 
again. If your wedge gets hung up - and it does — your only recourse 
is to use your axe to act as a third wedge until you can free the other 
two. 


Meanwhile, you’ve raised a ten-pound steel maul over your head a 


couple of dozen times and swung it with all the force you can muster. 
The shock of it landing on steel — or accidently hitting the wood - jars 
your entire frame, contorts your muscles into knots, and sweat pours 
off of you in sheets like rain in the 100 degree, 90% humidity 
Southern heat. Your chest wheezes like a busted muffler and the life 
of a pasty, tubby white-collar professional becomes unbelievably 
appealing. 


Once you hack your way painstakingly down the log, fighting for 
every inch of progress to the very end, the feeling of accomplishment 
you feel is Olympian - until you realize that you have to repeat the 
entire process all over again to split the (still depressingly massive) 
half-log into a quarter-log . . . and then an eighth. 


Good times. 


Papa split that first log - a good 12 incher - himself, just to show us it 
was possible. He was a pretty well-built man, in his 40s, and he had a 
very active job. I’ve never seen him look more exhausted outside of a 
hospital bed. I thought he was going to have a heart-attack. 


Instead, he handed me the maul. 
“Your turn.” 


Papa wasn’t dumb. He had three strapping young men and plenty of 
their friends (who enjoyed the remote nature of the Ironwood 
Temporary Farm) at his disposal. When you have that many perfectly 
good white boys standing around doing nothing, there are many ways 
to deal with it. Papa handed them an axe. 


It took two summers, but we collectively reduced those logs into rails 
and constructed a lovely fence .. . and then burned the fence. It left 
me the absolute buffest I’ve ever been, before or since. 


I doesn’t matter if you, yourself don’t need the wood. While the 
necessity of heating your home provides an additional layer of 
motivation, the point of the exercise is to take something problematic, 
like a big-ass log, and turn it into something useful, like firewood. 

Not only does it give you an incredible sense of accomplishment to see 
the fruits of your labor stacked up in easy-to-count logs, your upper 
body strength will be fearsome. 


There’s something innately masculine about splitting wood. It’s pure, 


it’s useful, and it’s simple. It’s just you, the steel, and the wood. The 
smell, the sweat, the pain and the exhaustion of the exercise imprint 
on you after a while. Every stroke of the axe adds to your strength, 
and every ache is proof of your labors. Splitting wood is just about 
the most primal exercise a man can get. 

Consider the axe, one of Man’s firs tools. A sharp cutting edge around 
15 degrees backed by a mass of sufficient size to provide an intense 
amount of force within the tiny area of the blade. F=ma. Force 
Equals Mass Times Acceleration. One of the most beautiful equations 
in the universe. 


Then there is the haft, which extends the arc of the swing and allows a 
tremendous increase in leverage, hence an increase in effective force. 
The haft of the axe is an extension of the arm. I guarantee after four 
hours of splitting, you and your arms will agree. 


Put the haft and the head together and you have an elegant tool, the 
product of man’s mind and ingenuity. With it he can split evil red oak 
apart, or bash in the head of a tiger or neighbor. The axe is one of the 
most basic tools and weapons of war in all human cultures. There’s a 
reason that it was a religious and spiritual symbol in most places. 
Splitting wood was one of the first times that man, naked and 
unarmed, could change his environment and harvest resources at his 
will. 

Finding wood isn’t usually a problem - trees grow like everywhere. 
There are always logs you can talk people out of. 


It also gets you incredibly ripped. The coordination necessary to 
swing that maul with force and accuracy over and over again develops 
quickly, and before you realize it you’re knocking logs apart with your 
mighty axe like Zeus, himself. Best yet? 


Chicks dig it. 


Mrs. Ironwood rates watching me split wood as one of her all-time 
favorite voyeuristic thrills. I can do a half-hour of swinging a stick 
and stacking logs, and it’s like she won a front-row seat at a 
Chippendale’s try-out. By the time I come inside, she’s ready to hump 
my leg. 


Of course, by the time I come inside, I’m ready to call the paramedics. 
So use with caution, but consider the utility, style, and thrift of 
investing in an axe, a maul, and a couple of wedges. If you can 
manage to stay out of the hospital, and you stick with it, you, too, can 


emulate Paul Bunyan for as little as $50 and a trip to Lowe’s. That’s 
about one to two months of a gym membership. And it’s a hell of a 
lot manlier than a tailored workout with a tall, sweaty blond trainer 
named Lars. 


Bonus Move 2: Mission Impossible 


When I asked Mrs. Ironwood to advise me on some of my best Alpha 
moves that I hadn’t written about yet, she thoughtfully suggested this: 


“Sometimes the things that get me hottest are the things you do for 
me... but then you ignore me while you’re doing them.” 


That was a little confusing at first, but she explained. It’s the “Make 
Your Mission Your Priority, Not Your Woman,” commandment from 
Roissy’s 16 Commandments of Poon, which is often a difficult for a 
rising Beta to understand. 


Essentially, women dig it when they can see you utterly focused 
on something . . . as long as it isn’t them. For example, I have a 
difficult time writing when Mrs. I is around because after she sees me 
typing away for ten or fifteen minutes, she almost reflexively finds 
something for me to do for her. It’s a minor and involuntary shit-test, 
and one I’ve been fighting to avoid for decades. 


After all, she does have reasonable requests . . . but when I’m writing, 
Pm working. After experiencing this phenomenon for years, I finally 
just stopped doing any serious composing with her in the house. She 
could not help but make herself a distraction . . . because she got 
attracted to me when she saw me focused on the Mission. 


Focusing on your Mission, whatever it might be, is innately manly. 
Men DO things, men get things DONE. If there was ever a historical 
case of a bunch of women deciding to build a boat, risk their lives 
sailing across a dangerous ocean, and stealing stuff from people, they 
are a Statistical aberration. Men DO stuff. 


If you try to do stuff but are willing to stop it at any moment 
depending on your woman’s whims, well, stuff never gets done. Your 
wife’s list is always more important, it seems, than your own. And 
even though you’ve knocked yourself out doing what she wanted 
when she distracted you, the payoff is almost never as impressive or as 
heartfelt than if you had just completed your Mission. 


Mrs. I says that it’s even better when I do stuff for her... but then 
ignore her while I’m doing it. It combines the attention she craves 
with the aloofness and focus she finds attractive. That doesn’t stop 
her from trying to de-rail me, but she understands enough to know, 


now, that sometimes she just needs to back off and bite her lip while I 
do something shirtless, instead of distracting me. 


So how do you accomplish this without coming across like a complete 
dick? 


First, you quit worrying about whether you’re coming across like 
a complete dick. 


Seriously, when you are focused on the mission, then everything else 
is secondary. What people think about you is secondary. Your wife’s 
feelings are secondary. Your own feelings are secondary. It’s an 
element of the masculine trait of discipline that you stay focused on 
the objective to the exclusion of all else. 


Of course there are exceptions — you want to be reasonable. But when 
you’re in the middle of changing an alternator on the car, that’s not 
the time to go running to your wife when she calls. It’s time to 
change the damn alternator, because you aren’t going to work 
tomorrow until it’s done. If she objects, shut her down and tell her 
not to disturb you unless the house is on fire and it has reached where 
you are working. 


That’s going to hurt her feelings. That’s fine. Hurt feelings are 
interested feelings, and even if she pouts it will be hard for her to 
deny that what you were doing was important - after the fact. 


Rising Betas and dudes new to the Red Pill might think of this as a 
betrayal of your relationship with your wife, a sign of your lack of 
respect for her and her needs. What you don’t understand is that her 
desire to side-track your efforts toward her own ends and to 
settle her own priorities is, in fact, an act of disrespect toward 
you. If a man is in the middle of something, you don’t bother him 
until he’s done without a compelling reason or a blowjob. If your wife 
doesn’t understand that, she needs to. 


If you want to double-down on the hotness of the act, then focus on 
doing something that's definitely for her benefit . . . but ignore her 
while you do it. That one drives Mrs. I crazy! If Pm intent on a task 
that she can’t do or doesn’t have time for, she loves it. But that sneaky 
desire to side-track and re-devote my attention to her frequently rises, 
even if what lm doing is for her. 


There is a difference, note, between doing something for her (say, 


changing her oil) and crowing about your manly studatude the entire 
time. When you call attention to your Mission you’re grandstanding, 
not performing. When you just do it, without even glancing at her, 
she feels both pampered by your Beta comfort-building skills and yet 
feels your Alpha dedication to task making her panties wet. Win, win. 


But you’re going to get challenged, while you’re focused. It’s like 
they’re compelled. So keep a few of these phrases handy to toss at 
your wife when she suggests you should take a break and come fold 
laundry with her for a while and come back to this later. 


“This is ‘later’.” 

“Pll talk to you when I’m done.” 

“I’m focused on X right now. You're on the list.” 
“This gets done now.” 


“Pm busy. If it’s that important, it will still be important when 
I’m done.” 


“Sweetie, I love you, but if you want to see this get done, you 
need to be elsewhere for a while.” 
“That’s just not a priority for me right now.” 


You get the idea. You don’t have to explode, use profanity, whine, 
bitch, moan or complain. You just refuse to be shifted from the task 
at hand until you are satisfied with its completion. Shell fuss, at first, 
but if you don’t argue with her about it — just state your intended 
actions and keep on with business - she’ll back off and let you work. 


Of course, there are some women who cannot abide a man doing a job 
without adding their own completely rational and obviously sound 
advice. As much as you might value her opinion on whether you 
should put 10W30 or 10W50 in the car, in point of fact you probably 
can accomplish this task without counsel or assistance. Get her out of 
the way, do the damn job, and when you’re done let her be mad at 
you. But odds are she won’t be. 


Why? Because this is one of the more-common shit tests thrown at a 
husband. A wife with a long list of “Honeydew” chores comes 
standard in most marriages. As a husband, you’re pretty much honor- 
bound to ensure her comfort and safety, and beyond that her general 


well-being. But what she considers a priority may be a huge 
departure from that comfort/safety/well-being responsibility you took 
on when you put that magic ring on her finger. 


Does doing her list get you laid? Probably not. If you are working on 
her list exclusively, you aren’t a husband. You’re a servant. 


But doing your OWN list, even if you’ve included some of her 
“suggestions”, is hot. Dudes focused on Getting Stuff Done are hot. 
Dudes focused on Getting Stuff Done to the exclusion of anything short 
of a nude proposition are superhot to most women. Because the 
moment you turn your attention to her, and away from the Mission, 
she may have “won”... but her desire for you will have dimmed 
somewhat at the victory. 


So keep your eyes on the Mission, even if it seems impossible. 
Because her list will still be there when you’re done. So will her 
vagina. 


Bonus Move 3: Do Her At A Wedding 


EDITOR’S NOTE: I DID RECEIVE FULL PERMISSION FROM MRS. 
IRONWOOD TO PUBLISH THIS 


As some of you might know, I’m not a Christian, Pm a Pagan. Not just 
a “non-believer”, I am an adherent to the Neo-Pagan religions, 
particularly the polytheistic traditions of Wicca and Druidism. Yep, 
“conservative” Ian Ironwood is a tree-hugging, Nature-worshipping 
idolater. 


Kind of makes sense now, doesn’t it? 


Anyway, this isn’t a phase, despite what my Mother says. I’ve been a 
practicing Pagan for over 25 years, and she still thinks it’s a phase. 
Hamster, anyone? 


But one of the elements of my religion is the fact that it’s a religion of 
the clergy, not the laity. When you study Wicca or Druidism or Asatru 
or any other Pagan tradition, you are essentially learning how to be a 
priest or priestess of that religion. The upshot is, Pm an ordained 
minister who is sometimes called upon to perform a wedding 
ceremony. 


I’ve done thirteen now, in the course of my life. I even have a clerical 
collar for the purpose. So when one of our friends wants to get 
married and doesn’t have a pastor in their pocket, I get the call. The 
Ironwoods go to a fair number of weddings. 


That’s actually a good thing, libido-wise. I’ve written elsewhere about 


how rewarding picking up women at weddings can be for single 
dudes, but I haven’t mentioned the effect that the blessed event has on 
married women. Particularly married women in good marriages. 


You see, every wife has especially strong associations with weddings 
because of her own. Whether it was an elaborate affair or an 
elopement, to wives weddings are a kind of spiritual re-enactment of 
their own primal vow. They have a far, far different perspective on 
the Big Party from single women, even single women the same age. 
Everyone understands Weddings. Only wives understand being 
married. 


There is an undeniable erotic current at weddings that is easy for a 
single dude to exploit, but there’s no reason why a married man can’t 
tap that rich vein of enthusiastic poon his own wife offers... even 
before you leave the premises. 


It helps that you are probably looking sharp in your suit and clean- 
shaven face. You smell good. You probably remind her of how you 
looked at your own wedding. She’s likewise feeling pretty, and the 
pageantry and the gossip (weddings are Ground Zero for the Female 
Social Matrix) have amped up her own excitement levels pretty high. 
If she can avoid any unpleasant family drama, add a couple of glasses 
of champagne and your chances of getting under her skirt are actually 
pretty good, if you proceed properly. 


It’s become our kinky little secret, to sneak off and at least make-out 
for a while during the cake-cutting, for example. Mrs. Ironwood and I 
have “blessed” about five weddings this way, including two where I 
officiated. It actually wasn’t that hard to convince her... and ina 
few cases she had to convince me. 


Face it, weddings make women horny. They’re either single and 
horny or married and horny, but even the old and embittered feel a 
tingle when that organ music starts. Weddings are about promise and 
hope and honeymoon sex. Everyone in the room knows that the bride 
and groom are about to be going at it like bunnies, and that has an 
effect. I think if you were to see how many folks actually knocked 
boots within 24 hours after a wedding reception, you’d be impressed. 


So how do you take advantage of this golden opportunity for marital 
nookie? 


First, accept the fact that it might not happen. 


Weddings are notoriously volatile affairs, and with that much estrogen 
compressed into that much satin, things can go from sublime to 
psychotic in a flat second. So you have to stay on your toes, stay 
situationally aware, and stay alert for opportunities. It only takes one 
bitchy comment from her sister to get her out of the mood for the rest 
of the evening. If it’s clear she’s upset then proposing a quick hummer 
in the cloakroom is unlikely to improve her spirits. (You could always 
talk to her bitchy sister, though . . .) 


Secondly, if she drinks, get her drunk. 


That might not sound like a winning proposition, and if your wife has 
substance abuse issues by all means skip this one. But alcohol has 
been revered as a panty-dropper since ancient times, and weddings 
are an acceptable place for even the most staid icon of womanhood to 
have a couple of glasses of wine. If she drinks, keep her glass full for 
the first half of the reception, and then taper her off to a nice buzz. 
The inhibition-lowering properties of alcohol combined with the 
magic of the movement will work in your favor. 


Thirdly, make her dance. Many women have a hard time dancing 
even at weddings, thanks to low self-esteem and being caught up in 
the Matrix. Pulling her suddenly out on to the dance floor might 
embarrass her, it might make her blush, it might even make her a 
little mad if she’s unwilling . . . but do it anyway. It’s worth the risk 
of pissing her off to show her your body in action, in formal wear, in 
plain sight of every drunk man-hungry single woman in the joint. 


Seriously, hit that preselection button hard! That’s what it’s there 
for. If you are attracting attention from other women, your own wife 
will be more attracted to you - that’s Game 101. And there is no 
better way to do that — and simultaneously engage her directly, pay 
her attention, and flaunt your relationship in public — than dancing 
badly at a wedding. 


If it’s ballroom dancing, then do your best to look like Fred Astaire — 
but don’t try anything too complex unless you’ve had some classes. 
The important thing is to keep your arms and shoulders in place, and 
to lead her firmly around the floor. 


If it’s more modern music, then boogie your guts out. Forget your 
own inhibitions and let the music draw out that primal sexual beast. 
Dance without the slightest worry that someone is criticizing. You are 


here to attract attention and demonstrate to everyone what a great 
catch your wife made. Dancing in public can either confirm or deny 
that. 


But even if everyone else thinks you’re an idiot, your wife danced with 
you. That’s half way to sex. If you can follow the old-fashioned 
Single Game rules of isolation and escalation, peeling her off “for 
some fresh air” after the exciting dance is the perfect opportunity to 
make your pitch. 


Make if forcefully, but subtly. Do it after a thorough kissing. (Use 
tongue). Whisper the suggestion in her ear, and have at least three 
good alternative places where you can get enough privacy in mind if 
she is ready to go. Nothing sucks more than having a wife burning to 
fuck you silly in a formal dress and having nowhere to go. 


We’ve done it in bathrooms, closets, cars, vans, kitchens, in the woods 
once, you name it. We’ve never gotten caught, but even if we did, it’s 
okay... we’re married. You can always claim you got carried away 
in the heat of the moment and make a quiet — but fast! — escape. As 
long as it isn’t a kid who busts you, you’re probably all right. 


But just making the suggestion forcefully will pay dividends later, 
even if it doesn’t happen at the reception. Let her squawk about how 
“improper” it is if you must, but ignore her protests. Hell, it isn’t your 
wedding. If you try to screw her there, that will at the very least 
increase your desirability in her eyes. Do it unapologetically, boldly, 
and confidently. You have to Alpha your way into her panties at a 
wedding. 


Of course, that’s assuming that she’s wearing any. One of the hottest 
things Mrs. I ever did was excuse herself to the ladies’ room before the 
ceremony at a wedding, then slide into the pew next to me as the 
music began, and slipped something into my coat pocket. 


“My panties,” she whispered, naughtily. “Y’know, just in case.” 


See why I love her? 


Afterward 


I hope you were entertained, and I hope you were informed by this 
little book. As I said, if it gives you even one good idea that leads to a 
memorable tumble, that’s got to be worth the price. And if you’re 
interested in more helpful hints like this, feel free to come by my 
websites and learn a thing or too. 


Ian Ironwood 

Thanks for reading! You can write the author at: 
ian.ironwood@gmail.com 

And stop by the blogs, The Sex Nerd and The Red Pill Room, for more 


brilliant relationship advice and tips on improving your Married Game 
from Ian Ironwood. 


Other Books by Ian Ironwood: 


The Gentleman’s Guide To Picking Up Women 


The Manosphere: A New Hope For Masculinity (forthcoming) 


